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25 Loxp, 


VERY body i is now ſo full of buſi ness, | 
: that things of this kind, which are 
Sau taken for the entertainment of lei- 
fure hours only, look like impertinence and 
interruption. I am ſure it is a reaſon why 
] ought to beg your Lordſhip's pardon, for 
troubling you with this tragedy ; not. but 
that poetry has always been, 2nd will {till 
be the entertainment of all wife men, that 
have any delicacy in their Knowledge: yet 
at fo critical a juncture as this is, I muſt. 
confeſs, I think your Lordſhip ought to give 
intirely into thoſe public affairs, which at 
this time ſeem to demand vou. It is that 


. Kappy 
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happy turn which your Lordſhip has to bu- 

ſineſs, that right underſtanding of your 
country's intereſt, and that conſtant zeal to 
purſue it, that juſt thinking, that ſtrong 
and perſuaſive elocution, that firm and ge- 
nerous reſolution, which, upon all occaſi- 
ons, you have ſhewn in Parliaments; and 
to add, that which is the crowning good 
quality, your Lordſhip's continual adhe- | 
rence and unſhaken Loyalty to His preſent _ 
Majeſty, which make you at this time ſo 
neceſiary to the public, I muſt confeſs, 
(though there is no part in your Lordſhip's 
character, but what the world ſhould be 


fond of) I cannot help diſtinguiſhing the 


laaſt inſtance very particularly: it is doing 
(methinks) ſuch a juſtice to goodneſs, to 
greatneſs, and to right reaſon, that poſte- 
rity will believe there could be no man of 
good ſenſe, but what muſt have agreed with 
your Lordſhip in it. When the next age 
ſhall read the hiſtory of this, What excuſe 
can they make for thoſe who did not ad- 
mire a prince whoſe life has been a ſeries of 
good offices done to mankind? When they 
ſhall reckon up his labours from the battle of 
Seneff, to ſome glorious action, which ſhall 
be his laſt, (and which I therefore hope is 
very far remov'd from the preſent time) 
Will they ever believe that he could have 
becn too well loy'd, or too faithfully ſerv'd 
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and defended? The great things which he 
did before we had that immediate intereſt. 
in him, which we now happily have, is a 
noble and juſt ſubject for panegyric : but 
as benefits done to others, can never touch 
us ſo ſenſibly as thoſe we receive ourſelves, 
though the actions may be equally great; 
ſo, methinks, I can hardly have patience 
to run back to his having ſaved his own 
country, when J conſider he has ſince done 
the ſame for us: let that be ſufficient to 
us, for all we can ſay of him, or do for him. 
What dangers and difficulties has he not 
ſtruggled through, for the honour and ſafe- 
ty of theſe kingdoms! *Tis a common 
_ praiſe, and what every one ſpeaks, to ſay, 


| He has continually expos'd his life for his 


people: but there are ſome things more 
particular in his character, ſome things rare- 
ly found amongſt the policies of princes ; 
a zeal for religion, moderated by reaſon, 
without the rage and fire of perſecution ; 
a charitable compaſſion for thoſe who can- 
not be convinc'd, and an unalterable perſe- 
verance in thoſe principles of whoſe truth 
he is ſatisfied; a deſire of war for the ſake 
of peace; and of peace for the good and 
honour of his ſubjects equally with his 
own 5 a pious care for compoſing factions, 
though to foment them, might make him 
arbitrary; and a Senerous ambition a 
only 
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only aims at power, to enable him to do 
good to all the reſt of the world. I might 
add here, that inviolable and religious ob- 
fervance of his royal word, which the beſt 
part of the powers of Europe have fo fre- 
quently, and fo happily for themſelves, de- 
" pended upon in the greateſt emergencies. 

But as this virtue is generally reckon'd as. 
no more than that common honeſty, which 
the meaneſt man would bluſh to be with- 
out, ſo it can hardly claim a place amongſt 
the more particular excellencies of a great 
prince. It were to be willed, indeed, that 

the world were honeſt to fuch a degree, 

and that there were not that ſcandalous de- 


fect of common morality. Certainly no: 


thing can be more ſhocking to humanity, 
to the peace and order of the world; no- 
thing can approach nearer to that ſavage 
| Rate of nature, in which every man is to 
eat his fellow if he can maſter him; than 
an avow'd liberty of breaking through all 
the moſt ſolemn engagements of public faith. 


Tis fomething that brands a man with an. 


infamy, which nothing can extenuate or 
wipe out; he may proteſt and pretend to 
explain his meaning, but the world has ge- 
nerally too much indignation for the af- 
front, to bear it at that eafy rate. Mini- 
ters and ſecretaries of {tate may diſplay 


| their own parts in memorials, with as much 


pop 
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pomp and flouriſh as they pleaſe : I fancy 


the common anſwer upon ſuch occaſions 


Will always be, You have deceiv'd us groſs- 
ly, and we neither can nor will truſt you 
any more. When this. vice comes amongſt 
men of the firſt rank, it is the more ſhock- 
ing: and I could with there were none ſuch, 
to whoſe charge it might be laid. | 
Some people {who do me a very great 
Honour in it) have tancy'd, that in the per- 
_ fon of TamerlaneT have alluded to the great- 
eſt character of the preſent age. 1 don't 
know, whether I ought not to apprehend 
2 great deal of danger from avowing a de- 
ſign like that. It may be a taſk indeed 
worthy the greateſt genius, which this, or 
any other time has produced. But there- 
tore J onght not to ſtand the ſhock of a pa- 
ralldl, Jett it ſhould be ſeen, to my diſad- 
vantage, how far the Hero has tranſcendad 
the Poet's thought. There are many features, 
tis true, in that great man's life, not un- 
like His Majeſty : his courage, his piety, 
his moderation, his juſtice, and his fatherly 
love of his people, but above all, his hate 
of tyranny and oppreſlion, and his zealous 
care for the common good of mankind, 
carry a large reſemblance of him : ſeveral 
incidents are alike in their ſtories; and there 
wants nothing to His Majeſty but ſuch a de- 
_ ciding victory as that by which Tamerlane 
4 ö Em 
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gave peace to the world. That is yet to 
come; but I hope we may reaſonably ex- 
pect it from the unanimity of the preſent. 
Parliament, and fo formidable a force as that 


#: 


unanimity will give life and vigour to. 


If your Lordſhip can find any thing in this 
poem like a prince, who is ſo juſtly the object 


of your Lordſhip's, and indeed of the world's | 
veneration, I perſuade myſelf it will prevail 


with you to forgive every thing elſe that 
vou find amiſs. You will excuſe the faults 
in writing, for the goodneſs of intention. 1 


hope too, your Lordſhip will not be dif- | 


pleas'd, that I take this opportunity of re- 
newing the honour which 1 formerly had, to 
be known to your Lordſhip, and which gives 
me at once the pleaſure of expreſſing thoſe 


juſt and dutiful ſentiments I have for His Ma- 


jeſty, and that ſtrong inclination Which 1 
"Rave always had to be e „„ 


My Lord, 
$ our Lordſhip s moſt obedient 


Humble Servant, N 


N. ROWE. 


PROLOGUE, 


Spoken by Mr. BerTzaTON. 


NF all the Muſes various Laber none 
Hawe laſted longer, or hade higher flown, 


Than thoſe that tell the Fame by antient Heroes bon. 


With pleaſure Rome and great Auguſtus heard 

Arms and the Man ſung by the Mantuan Bard ; 

In ſpite of Time, the ſacred Story lives, 

And Ceſar and his Empire flill ſurryives, 

Like him, ¶ tho much unegual to his Flame) 

Our Author makes a pious Prince his Theme. 

High with the foremoſt Names in Arms he flood, 

Hat fought, and ſuffer'd for his Country's Good, 

Yet ſought not Fame, but Peace, in Fields of Bleed, 

Safe under him his happy People ale, 

And griev'd at diſtancè for their Neighbour's Fate. 

Whilſt with Succeſs, a Turkiſh Monarch crown'd, 

Lite ſpreading Flame deform'd the Nations round; 

With Sword and Fire he forc'd his impious M. ay 

To lawleſs Power, and univerſal Sway : 

Some abject States for Fear the Tyrant join; 

Others for Gold ther Liberties refign, 
Aud wenal Princes fold their Right divine. 

Till Heaw'n, the growing Ewil to redreſs, 

Sent Tamerlane to give the World a Peace. 

The Hero rouz'd, alſerts the glorious Cauſe, 

And to the, Field the chearful Soldier draws : 

Around in Crowds his valiant Leaders wait, 5 

Anxious for Glory, and ſecure of Fate; 

Well pleas'd, once more to venture on his Side, 


And prove that Faith again which had ſo oft been tried. 


The peaceful Fathers, who in Senates meet, 
Approve an Enterprixe ſo juft, ſo great; 


While with their Prince's Arms, their Voice thus join * 


Gains half the 155 4 having fav'd mankind. 
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Eva in a Circle, avhere, like this, the Fair 7 
Were met, the bright Afjembly did declare 
Their Houſe, 4with one Conſent, avere for the War, 
Each urg'd her Lower to unſheath his Sarord, 
And never ſpare a Man who broke his Mord. 7 
Thus fir d, the Brave on to the Danger preſs ; 6 
| Their Arms were crown'd abroad with juſt & ucceſ, & 
And vieſt at Home with . and _ Peace. 


Dramatis perſonæ. 


1 er lane. 3 1 Mr. B Betterton. 
Bajaxet, Emperor of the Turks, Mr. Verbruggen. 
Aralla, an ltalian Prince, General Mr B þ. 
and favourite of Tamerlane, 8 
Moneſes, a Crecian Prince, and a Mr. Proc Il 
Chriſtian, pe aaa 
Stratocles, his friend, r., Pack; 
Prince. of Tanats, kinſman and a Mr. Fiel dbo as, 


neral to Tamerlane, 


Omar, a Tartar General, Mr. Freeman, 
Mirwan, ) Parthian Generale to Ta. Mr. Cory. 
Zama, merlane, SS Mr. Huſdands. 
Hay, favourite eunuch to Bajaxet, Mr. Baily. 
A Terk Derviſe, Mir. Arnold. 
| WOMEN. 
| PROT a Grieian Princeſs, Mrs. Hoes | 
Selima, daughter of Bajazet, _ Mrs. Bashir. 


| Paribley and Tartar ſoldiers. 
| Mutes belonging to Bajaxet. 
"Quher attendants. ; 


SCENE, Tamerlane's Camp, near * 25 
in Galatia, 


TAMERLANE 


ACTI 8 CENYE: 1 


SC EN E beforeT a merlane's ent. 


Enter ine Prince of” Tanals, Zaua, and MiRvan _ 


Prince- of Tana 


: | þ I LL to the ſun! from whoſe returning light _ 


The chearful ſoldier's arms new luſtte take, 
To deck the pomp of battle. O, my friends ! 

Was ever ſuch a glorious face of war? 
See, from this height | how. all Calatia's plains | 
With nations e rw 5 are cover'd o'er; 
Who, like a deluge, hide the face of carth, 
And leave no object in the vaſt horizon, 
But glitt'ring arms, and ſkies. 
Zam. Our Aſan world, 
From this important day expects: a lord, 
This day they hope an end of all their woes, 
Of tyranny, of bondage, and oppreſſion, 
From our victorious Emp'ror, Tamerlane. 

Mr. Well has our holy Alba mark'd him out 
The ſcourge of lawleſs pride, and dire ambition, 

The great avenger of the groaning world. 

Well has he worn the ſacred cauſe of juſtice 
Upon his proſp'rous ſword : approving heav'n 
Still crown'd the righteous warrior with {uccels ; . 
As if he ſaid, Go forth, and be my champion, 
"1 hou moſt like me of all my Works, below. . 


* 
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Pr. No luſt of rule, the common vice of kings, 
No furious zeal inſpired by hor-brain'd prieſts, 
III hid beneath religion' s ſpecious name, 
Fer drew his temp'rate courage to the field: 5 
But to redreſs an injur'd people's wrongs 4 
To ſave the weak one from the ſtrong oppreſſor, 3 
Is all his end of war; and when he draws 
The {word to puniſh, like relenting heav'n, 
He ſeems unwilling to deface his kind. 


——— 
TEAR a 


Mir. So rich his ſoul in ev'ry virtuous grace, | 
That, had not nature made him great by birth, : 
Yet all the brave had ſought him for their friend | 


The chriſtian Prince Axalla, nicely bred 

In poliſh'd arts of European courts, | 

For him forſakes his native Italy, .Þ 
And lives a happy exile in his ſervice. 
Pr. Pleas'd with the gentle manners of that Prince, 1 
Our mighty Lord is laviſh to his friendſhip; f | T 


e Tho' Omar, and the Tartar Lords repine, : 5 | | 


And loudly tax their monarch as too partial. of 
Zam. Ere the mid hour of night, from tent to tent, 
_ Unweary'd, thro' the num'rous hoſt he paſt, 
Viewing with careful eyes each ſev'ral quarter; 
Whilſt from his looks, as from divinity, 

The ſoldiers took preſage, and cry'd, Lead on, 
Great Alba, and our Emperor, lead on, 

Jo victory, and everlaſting fame. 

Mir. Hear you of Bajaxet? 

Pr. Late in the evening, 

A ilave of near attendance on his perſon, 
*Scap'd to our camp: from him we learn'd, the tyrant 
With rage redoubled, for the fight prepares ; 
Some accidental paſſion fires his breaſt, _ 
(Love, as 'tis thought, for a fair Grecian captive). 
And adds new horror to his native fury : 
For five returning ſuns, ſcarce was he ſeen 

By any the moſt favour'd of his court, 

But in laſcivious eaſe among his women, 


Li. d from he war retir d; ; or elſe alone 1 
| n 


TAMERLANE. 13 


In fullen mood fat meditating plagues, 
And ruin to the world, till yeſter morn, 
Like fire that lab'ring upwards rends the earth, 
He burſt with fury from his tent, commanding 

All ſhould be ready for the ficht this day. 
Zam. I know his temper well, ſince in his court 
Companion of the brave Acalla's embaſſy, 

J oft obſerv'd him proud, impatient 
Of eught ſuperior, e' en of heav'n that made him. 
Fond of falſe glory, of the ſavage pow'r 

Of ruling without reaſon, of confoundin 

| Juſt and unjuſt, by an unbounded will ; 

By whom religion, honour, all the bands 

That ought to hold the jarring world in peace, 
Were held the tricks of. ſtate, ſnares of wiſe princes 
To draw their eaſy neighbours to deſtruction. 

Mir. Thrice, by our law and prophet, has he ſworn 
By the world's Lord, and Maker, laſting peace 
With our great maſter, and his royal friend 

The Grecian Emperor; as oft regardleſs 
Of plighted faith, with moſt unkingly baſeneſs, 
He'as ta'en th' advantage of their abſent arms, 
Without a war proclaim'd, or cauſe pretended, 
To waſte with ſword and fire their fruitful fields: 

Like ſome accurſed fend, who 'ſcap'd from hell, 
Poiſons the balmy air thro' which he flies, 

He blaſts the bearded corn, and loaded branches, 
The lab'ring hind's beſt hopes, and marks his way 
| with ruin. 

Pr. But ſee? Nis fate, the mighty T amerlane, 

Comes like the proxy of 1 inquiring heav'n, 

To Judge, and to redreſs, [ Flourifh of 7. rumpets. 


Enter. TA MERLANE, Guards, and other Attendants. 
Tam. Vet, yet a little, and deſtructive ſlaughter 

Shall rage around, and mar this beauteous proſpect; 

Paſs but an hour, which ſtands betwixt the. lives 

Of thouſands and eternity: what change 

Shall haſty death make in yon 5 ring Pin! 2 


Oh 
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Oh thou fell monſter, war! that in a moment 
Lay'ſ waſte the nobleſt part of the creation, 
The boaſt and maſter-piece of the great Maker, 
That wears in vain th impreſſion of his image, 
Unprivileg'd from thee, = 
Health to our friends, and to our arms ſucceſs, 
Ii the Prince, Zama, and Mirvan. 
Such as the cauſe, for which we fight, deſerves. 
Pr. Nor can we aſk beyond what heav'n beſtows, 
_ Preventing ſtill our wiſhes. See, great Sir, 

The univerſal joy your ſoldiers wear, | 

Omen of proſp'rous battte 1 
Impatient of the tedious it in arme 
Watchful they ſtood, expecting op'ning day; 

And now are hardly. by their Pacers bed 

From darting on the foe ; like a hot courſer, 


That bounding paws the mould' ri foil, diſdaining 


The reign that checks him, eager for the race. 
Tam. Yes, Prince, I mean to give a looſe to war: 
This morn Axalla, with. my Parthian horſe, 
Arrives to join me: he, who like a ſtorm, 
Swept with his flying-ſquadrons all the plain 
Between Angoria's walls and yon tall mountains, 
That ſeem to reach the clouds; and now he comes 
Loaden with ſpoils, and conqueſt to my aid. 
| r 
Zam. Theſe trumpets ſpeak his preſence 


nter AXALLA wvith Soldiers. MoxesEs, STRATO- 
- CLES and SELIMA Priſoners. 8 
I [Axalla #zee/s io Tamerlane.) 
Tam. Welcome! thou worthy partner of my laurels, 
Thou brother of my choice, a band more ſacred 
Than Nature's brittle tie. By holy friendihip ! 
Slory and fame ſtood ſtill for thy arrival, 
My ſoul ſeem'd wanting in its better half, 
And languiſh'd for thy abſence, like a pro phet, 
That waits the ivſpiration of his gad. 
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Ar. My emperor! my ever royal maſter ! 
To whom my ſecret ſoul more lowly bends, 
Than forms of outward worſhip can expreſs; 
How poorly does your ſoldier pay this goodneſs, 
Who wears his every hour of life out for you ? 
Yet 'tis his all, and what he has he offers; 
Nor now diſdain t accept the gift he brings, 
This earneſt of your fortune. See, my Lord, 
The-nobleit prize, that ever grac'd my arms : 
Approach, my Fair 
Tam. his is indeed to conquer, 
And well to be rewarded for thy conqueſt; 
The bloom of opening flow'rs, unſully'd beauty, 
Softnels, and ſweeteſt innocence ſhe wears, 
And looks like nature in the world's firſt ſpring ; ; 
| But tay, Axallg=— —:: 


| Sel. Moſt renown'd in war, [Kneeling to Tam. | 


Look with compaſſion on a captive maid, 

Tho' born of hoſtile blood; nor let my birth, 
Deriv'd from Bajaxet, prevent that mercy, 
Which every ſubject of your fortune finds: 


Mar is the province of ambitious man, 


Who tears che miſerable world for empire; 
| Whilſt our weak ſex, incapable of wrong, 
On either fide claims privilege of ſafety. 


Tam. [ Raiſing her.] Rife royal maid, the pride of 


haughty pow'r | 

Pays homage, not receives it from the fair; ; 

Thy angry father fiercely calls me forth, 
And urges me unwillingly to arm; 

Vet, tho' our frowning battles menace death 
And mortal conflict, think not that we hold 
Thy innocence and virtue as our foe, 

Here, till the fate of Ma is decided, 

In ſafety ſtay. To. morrow is your own, 

Nor grieve for who m conquer, or who loſe; 3. 
Fortune on either fide fhall wait thy wiſhes. | 
$21. Where ſhall my wonder and my praiſe _ 
F rom the ſueceſsful labours of ** arms? 
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Or from a theme more ſoft, and full of peace, 
Thy mercy, and thy gentleneſs ? Oh Tamerlane . 


What can I pay thee for this noble uſage 


But grateful praiſe ? So heav'n itſelf is paid. 

Give peace, ye pow'rs above, peace 'to mankind; 

Nor let my father wage unequal war, 

Againſt the force of ſuch united virtues. 
Tam. Heav'n hear thy pious wiſh: 

piroſpect 

Looks darkly on futurity, till fate 

Determine for us, let thy beauty's ſafety 

Be my Axalla's care; in whoſe glad eyes 

I read what joy the pleaſing ſervice gives him. 


—But fince our 


: Is there amongſt thy other pris'ners ought [To Axalla. 


Worthy our knowledge? 
Ax. This brave man, my Lord. Pointing % Mon. 


With long reſiſtance held the combat doubtful: 
His party, preſt with numbers, ſoon grew faint, 


And would have left their charge an eaſy prey: 
Whilſt he alone, undaunted at the odds, 


Tho' hopeleſs to eſcape, fought well and firmly: 
Nor yielded, till o!ermatch'd by many hands, 
He ſeem'd to ſhame our conqueſt, whilſt he own'd it. 
Tam. Thou ſpeak'ſ him as a ſoldier ſhould a ſoldier, 
Juſt to the worth he finds. I would not war [To Mon. 


With ought that wears thy virtuous ſtamp of greatneſs: 


Thy habit ſpeaks thee chriſtian—N ay, yet more, 


My ſoul ſeems pleas'd to take acquaintance with thee, 
As if ally'd to thine : perhaps 'tis ſympathy 


Of honeſt minds; like firings wound up in muſic, 
Where by one touch, both utter the ſame harmony: 
Why art thou then a friend to Bajaze! ? 


And why my enemy? 
Mon. If human wiſdom 
Could point out every action of our lives, | 


Andi ſa ay, Let it be thus, in ſpite of fate, 


Or partial fortune, then I had not been 
The! wre (os: I am, 
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Tam. The brave meet every accident 
With equal minds : think nobler of thy foes, 


| Than to account thy chance in war an evil. 


Mon. Far, far from that; I rather hold it grievons 
That I was forc'd ev'n but to ſeem. your enemy; 
Nor think the baſeneſs of a vanquiſh'd ſlave 
Moves me to flatter for precarious life, _ 

Or ill-bought freedom, when, I ſwear by heav'n ! 
Were I to chooſe from all mankind a maſter, 
It ſhould be Tamerlane. 


Tam. A noble freedom | 
 Dwells with the brave, unknown to awning {ycophant 
And claims a privilege of being believ'd. 
l take thy praiſe as earneſt of thy friendſhip. _ 
Mon. Still you prevent the homage I ſhould offer. 
O royal Sir! let my misfortunes plead, _ 
And wipe away the hoſtile mark 1 wore. 
I was, when not long ſince my fortune hail'd me, 
Bleſs'd to my wiſh, I was the Prince Moneſes ; 
Born and bred up to greatneſs ; witneſs the blood, 
Which thro? ſucceſſive heroes veins ally'd 
To our Greek Emperors, roll'd down to me, 
Feeds the bright flame of glory in my heart, 
Tam. Ev'n that! that princely tie ſhopld bind thee 5 
B 
5 if virtue were not more than all alliance. 
Mon. have a ſiſter (Oh ſevere remembrance) 
Our noble houſe's, nay, her ſex's pride: 
Nor think my tongue too laviſh, if I ſpeak her 
Fair as the fame of virtue, and yet chaſte 
As its cold precepts, wiſe beyond her ſex 
And blooming youth ; ſoft as forgiving mercy, 
Vet greatly brave, and jealous for her honour: 
Such as ſhe was, to ſay I barely lov'd her, 


| Is poor to my ſoul's meaning: from our infancy 


There grew a mutual tenderneſs between us, 
Till not long ſince her vows were kindly plighted 
To a young lord, the equal of her birth. 


The happy EA Was * G and now approaching, BY 
en 


18 TAMERLANE. 


When faithleſ- Bajaxet (upon whoſe honour 
In ſolemn treaty given, the Greeks depended} 
With ſudden war broke in upon the country, 
Secure of peace, and for defence unready. 

Tam. Let majeſty no more be held divine. 
Since kings, who are call'd gods, profane themſelves. | 
Mn. Among the wretches, whom that deluge {wept 
Away to ſlavery, myſelf and ſiſter, 

'Then paſling near the frontiers to the court, 
(Which waited for her nuptials) were ſurpriz'd, 
And made the captives of the tyrant's power. 
Soon as we reach'd his court, we found our uſage 
Beyond what we expected, fair and noble; 
 *T'was then the ſtorm of your victorious arms 
Look d black, and ſeem d to threaten, when he preſs'd 
me 
(By oft repeating inſtances) to draw 
My ſword for him : but when he found my wal” 
Diſdain d his purpoſe, he more fiercely told me, 


That my Arpafia, my lov'd ſiſter's fate 


Depended on my courage ſhewn for him. 

I had long learn'd to hold myſelf at nothing; 

But for her ſake, to ward the blow from her, 

I bound my ſervice to the man I hated. 

Six days are paſt, ſince by the Sultan's order 

J left the pledge of my return behind, 

And went to guard this princeſs to his camp : 

The reſt the brave Axalla's fortune tells you. 

Tam, Wiſely the tyrant ſtrove, to prop his cauſe 

By leaguing with thy virtue: but juſt heav'n 

Has torn thee from his fide, and left him naked 

To the avenging bolt that drives upon him: 

Forget the name of captive, and I wiſh 

I could as well reſtore that fair one's freedom, 
Whoſe loſs hangs heavy on thee : yet ere night 

Perhaps we may deſerve thy friendſhip nobler ; : 
Th'approaching ſtorm may caſt thy ſhipwreck'd wealth 
Back to thy arms: till that be paſt, ſince war 
Tho' in the juſteſt cauſe) is ever doubtful, 
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I will not aſk thy ſword to aid my victory 
Leit it ſhould hurt that hoſtage of thy valour 
Our common foe detains. 
Mon. Let Bajazet 
Bend to his yoke repining ſlaves by force : 
You, Sir, have found a nobler way to empire, | 
Lord of the willing world. | 
Tam. Oh, my Arxalla 7 
| -Thou haſt a wader ſoul, apt for compaſſion, 
Ard ait thyſelf a lover and a friend : 
Does not this Prince's fortune move thy temper ? 4 
Ax. Ves; Sir, I mourn the brave Monęſes fate "MI 
The merit of his virtuc hardly match'd 1 
Wich diſadvent'rous chance: yet, Prince, allow me, 
Allow me from th' experience of a lover, 
Jo ſay; One perion, whom your ſtory mention'd, 
If he ſurvive) 1s far beyond you wretched : — 
Vou nam'd the bridegroom of your beauteous ſiſter. 
Ion. I did: oh, molt accurſt! 
Ax. Think What he feels, 
Dach d in the fierceneſs of his expectation; 
Then when th' approaching minute of poſſeſſion 
Had wound 1 RARER to the height, 
Think if he lives! N 
Mon. He lives, he does; tis true 
He lives; but how ?- To be a 45 and dead, 
Vere paradiſe to fuch a flare as his: 
He holds down life as children do a Pot: on, 
With ſtrong reluctance and coavulilive ſtrugglings, 
Whilſt his misfortunes preſs him to diſgoręe it. 
Tam. Spare the remembrance; tis an ulclels cries, 
And adds to the misfortune by repciung it. 
Ihe revolution cf a day may bring 
Such turrs as heaven itſelf cculd tcarce have promis'd, 
Far, far beyord thy with : let that hope cheer thee. 
Haſte, my Aa alla, to diſpoſe, with ſafety, 
Thy beauteous charge, and on the foe revenge 
The pain, which abſence gives; thy other cafe, 
Honour and arms, noy ſummon thy altendanegß : 


Now 
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Now do thy office well, my ſoul, remember 
Thy cauſe ; the cauſe of heaven and injur'd earth. 
O thou Supreme! if thy great ſpirit warms 

My glowing breaſt, and fires my ſoul to arms, 
Grant that my {word, aſhfted by thy pow'r, | 

This day may peace and happineſs reſtore, | 
That war and lawleſs rage may vex the world no 


more. ED 
 [Exeunt Tamerlape, Moneſes, Stratocles, Prince 
of Tanais, Zama, Mirvan, and Attendants, 
Manent Axalla, and Selima acith Scldiers. 
Ax. The battle calls, and bids me haſte to leave thee, 
Oh, Selima! But let deſtruction wait: 
Are there not hours enough for blood and ſlaughter? | 
This moment ſhall be love's, and I will waſte it 
In ſoft complainings, for thy ſighs and coldneſs, 
For thy forgetful coldneſs; even at Bzrza, | 
When in thy father's court my eyes firſt own'd thee, 
Fairer than light, the joy of their * 
Even then thou wert not thus. 
3 Sel. Art not thou chang'd? 5 
 - Chriſtian Axa/la: art thou ſtill the ſame? 
f Ihoſe were the gentle hours of peace, and thou 
=. _ 'The world's good angel, that didit kindly join 
" Its mighty maſters in harmonious friendſhip: 
| But fince thoſe joys, that once were ours, are loſt, 
Forbear to mention 'em, and talk of war; 
Talk of thy conqueſts and my chains, Axalla. 
Ax. Yet I will liſten, fair unkind upbraider, 
Yet I will liſten to thy charming accents, 
Altho' they make me curſe my 1 and fortune, 
My laurel-wreaths, and all the glorious trophies, 
For which the valiant bleed——Oh! thou unjuſt one, 
Doſt thou then envy me this ſmall return 
My niggard fate has made for all the mournings, 
For all the pains, for all the ſleepleſs nights 
That cruel abſence brings? 
Se. Away, deceiver ! 


I will got bear thy ſoothing : Is it . thus 


That 
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That Chriſtian lovers prove the faith they ſwear ? | 
Are war and flavery the ſoft endearments | 
With which they court the beauties they admire ? 
Twas well my heart was cautipus of believing 1 | 
Thy vows, and thy proteſting. Know, my conqueror, | 


Thy ſword has vanguiſh'd but the half of and pu 
Her foul diſdains thy victory. 


Ax. Hear, ſweet heav'n, | | 
Hear the fair tyrant, how ſhe wreſts love 8 laws, 5 
As ſhe had vow'd my ruin! What is conqueſt? 
What joy have I from that, but to behold thee, 
Jo kneel before thee, and with lifted eyes 
To view thee, as devotion does a faint, 

With awful, trembling pleaſure : then to ſwear | 
Thou art the queen and miſtreſs of my ſoul ? 

Has not ev'n Tamerlane (whoſe word next heav'n's, 
Makes fate at ſecond hand) bid thee diſclaim _ 
Thy fears? And doſt thou call thyſelf a ſlave ? 


Only to try how far the ſad impreſſion 
Can fink into Axalla! 1 


Sel. Oh Axalla! 


Ought ene you 7 


„ Mx. Come back,” ye hours, - 
And tell my Selima what ſhe has done: 
Bring back the time, when to her father's court 


1 came ambaſſador of peace from T amerlane ; 


When hid by conſcious darkneſs and diſguiſe, 3 
J paſt the dangers of the watchful guards; 5 
Bold as the youth who nightly ſwam the Helleſpont: 
Then, then the was not ſworn the foe of love; 
When, as my ſoul confeſt its flame, and ſu'd 
In moving ſounds for pity, ſhe frown'd rarely, 
But, bluſhing, heard me tell the-gentle tale: 
Nay, ev'n confeſt, and told me ſoftly, ſighing, 
She thought there was no guilt in love like mine. 
Se. Young, and unkkilfal in the world's falſe arts, 
J ſuffer'd love to ſteal upon my ſoftneſs, 
And warm me with a lambent guiltleſs flame: 
Yes, : have heard thee [wear a thouſand times, 


And 


— 
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And * the conſcious pow'rs of heav'n to wines 
The tend'reſt, trueſt, everlaſting paſſion : 
But, oh! 'tis paſt; and I will charge remembrance 
| To baniſh the fond image from my ſoul: 
a Since thou art ſworn the foe of royal Bajaxet, 
EF, [ have relolved to hate thee. 
| Ax. Is it pollible ! 1 
| Hate is not in thy nature : thy whole frame 
W Is harmony, without one jarring atom. 
| | Why doſt thou force thy eyes to wear this coldneſs ? 
| 
| 


It damps the ſprings of life. Oh! bid me die, 

Much rather bid me die, if it be true, 

That thou haſt ſworn to hate me. 

Sel. Let life and death 
Wait the deciſion of the bloody feld: 

Nor can thy fate (my comgueror) depend 
Upon a woman's hate. Yet ſince you urge 
A power, which once perhaps I had, there is 
But one requeſt, that I can make with. honour. 

Ax. O! name it! ſay !— 
| Sel. Forego your right of war, 
| And render me this inſtant to my father. _ 

Arx. Impoilible l- The tumult of the battle, 
That haſtes to join, cuts off all means of commerce 
Betwixt the armics. : 

Sel. Swear then to perform it, 
Which way ſoe er the chance of war determines, 
On my firſt inſtance. 

Ax. By the ſacred majeſty 

Of heaven, to whom we kneel, I will obey thee 3 ; 

Yes, I will give thee this ſevereſt proof 

Of my ioul's vow'd devotion, I will part with thee ; 

(Thou cruel, to command it ?) I will part with thee, 
As wretches that are doubtful of hereatter, _ 

Part with tneir lives, unwilling, Toth and fearſul, 

And trembling at futurity. But is there nothing: 
No ſmall return that honour can afford | 


For all Gl walle of love? 
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gel. The gifts of captives . 
Wear ſomewhat of conſtraint; and generous minds 
Diſdain to give, where freedom of the choice 

Does but feem wanting. 

Ax. What! no one kind look 5 (Heer. 
Then thou art chang'd irdeed. Hark I am , 
And thou wilt ſend me forth like one unbleſs'd ; 
Whom fortune has forſaken, and ill fate 

Mark'd for defiruciion. Thy ſurpriſing coldneſs 
Hangs on my ſoul, and weighs niy courage down ; 

| And the ficſt feeble blow I meet ſhall rave. me 

From all remembrance: nor is life or fame 

Worthy my care, ſince I am loſt to thee. 

Fel. Ha! Goeſt thou to the hight! 
Ax. I do.- Farewel ! 


Sel. What! and no more! A ſigh heaves in my wal 7 


And flops the ſtruggling accents on my tongue, 
Elſe, ſure, I ſhould have added — m_ 
And made our parting ſofter, _ 

Ax. Give it way. | 

The niggard honour, that affords not love, 
Forbids not pity 
Sel. Fate perhaps has Xo 

This day, the period of thy life and conqueſts; ; 
And 1 ſhall ſee thee borne at evening back, 
A breathleſs coarſe; Oh! can | think on that, 
And hide my forrows ede will have way, 
And all the vital air, that life draws in, 

Is render'd back in fighs. 

Ar. The murm'ring gate revives the drooping flame, 
That at thy coldneſs Janguiſh'd in my breaſt; 
So breathe the gentle zephyrs on the ſpring, 

And waken every plant, and od'rous flower, 

Which winter froſt has blaſted, to new-life. | 
Sel. To ſee thee for this moment, and no more.— _ 
Oh! help me to reſolve againſt this tenderneſs, 
That charms my fierce refentments, and preſents thee 
Not as thou art, mine and my father's foe, _ 
But as how wert, when firſt thy moving accents 


Won 


1 
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Won me to hear; when, as I liſten'd to thee, 
The happy hours paſt by us unperceiv'd, 
So was my ſoul fix'd to the ſoft enchantment. 
Ax. Let me be ſtill the ſame; I am, I muſt be. 
If it were poſſible my heart could firay, . 
One look from thee would call it back again, | 
And hx the wanderer for ever thine. 
Sel. Where 1 is my boaſted reſolution now? 
[Sinking into his arms. 
Oh! yes! thou art the ſame; my heart joins with thee, 
And to betray me will believe thee {till : 
It dances to the ſounds that mov'd it firſt, 
And owns at once the weakneſs of my foul : 
So when ſome ſkilful artiſt ſtrikes the ſtrings, 
The magic numbers rouze our ſleeping paſſions, 
And force us to confeſs our grief, and pleaſure. 
Alas! Axalla, ſay——dolt thou not pity 
My artleſs innocence, and eaſy fondneſs ? N 
Oh! turn thee from me, or 1 die with — : 
Ax. No—let me rather gaze, for ever gaze, 
And bleſs the new-born glories that adorn thee; 
From every bluſh, that kindles in thy cheeks, 
Ten thouſand little loves and graces ſpring, 5 
To revel in the roſes——t' wo not be, {Trumpets, 
| This envious trumpet calls, and tears me from thee— 
Sel. My fears increaſe, and doubly preſs me now: 
| I charge thee, if thy ſword comes croſs my father, 
Stop for a moment, and remember me. | 
Ax. Oh! doubt not-but his life ſhall be my care, 
| Ev'n dearer than my own 
Sel. Guard that for me too. 
4x. Oh! Selima! thou haſt reſtor'd my quiet, - 
The noble ardour of the war, with love 
Returning, brightly burns within my breaſt, 
And bids me be ſecure of all hereafter. 
So chears ſome pious ſaint a dying ſinner, 
(Who trembled at the thought of pains to come) 
| With heav'n's forgiveneſs, and the hopes of mercy : 
3 At length the tumult of his ſoul appeas d, 1 4 
= | An 
| 


0 * 
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And every doubt and anxious ſeruple eas 4, 1 * 
Boldly he proves the dark uncertain road, | | | 
The peace, his holy comforter beſtow'd, | 

| — and protects him like a guardian God. Exit. 


Manent Selling and Cured; | — 
Sl. In vain all arts a love-ſick virgin tries, I | 
Aﬀects to frown, and ſeems ſeverely wiſe, x 
In hopes to cheat the wary lover's eyes. 
If the dear youth her pity ſtrives to move, 

And pleads with tenderneſs, the cauſe of love ; z 1 
Nature aſſerts her empire in her heart, 4 
And kindly takes the faithful lover's part. 

By love herſelf, and nature thus betray d, 

No more ſhe truſts in pride's fantaſtic aid, 

But bids ber eyes confeſs the yielding mud. 


[Exit Selima, orga Alan. 


ACT u. SCENE I. 
"SV E N E, Tamerlane - Camp, 


% 


Enter Monzsss. 


Mon, 7 \HE as dhe buſineſs of the war is oer: 
And ſlaughter, that, from yeſter morn 
„„ 
With giant ſteps paſt ſtriding o'er the field, | 
Beſmear'd and horrid with the blood of nations, 
Now weary fits among the mangled heaps, 
And ſlumbers o'er her prey; while from this camp 
The chearful ſounds of victory, and Tamerlane, 
Beat the high arch of heav'n: deciding fate, 
That crowns him with the ſpoils of ſuch a day, 
Has giv'n it as an earneſt of the world 
That ſhortly ſhall be his [Enter Stratocles. 
My Stratecles ? 
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Moſt happily return'd ; might I believe 
Thou bring'it me any joy ? | 
Stra With my beſt diligence, 


This night, I have inquir'd of what concerns you, 


Scarce was the ſun, who ſhone upon the horror 


Of the paſt day, ſunk to the weſtern ocean, 


When by permiſſion from the Prince Aæalla, 
I mixt among the tumult of the warriors, 


Returning from the battle: here a troop 
Of hardy Parthians red with honeſt wounds, 
Confeſs d the conqueſt, they had well deſerv'd : 


There a dejected crew of wretched captives, 


Sore with unprofitable hurts, and groaning 


Under new bondage, follow'd ſadly after 


The haughty victor's heels: but that, which fully 
-Crown'd the ſucceſs of Tamerlane, was Bajazet, 


Falbn like the proud archangel, from the height, 


Where once (even next to majeſty divine) 
'Enthron'd. he ſat, down to the vile deſcent 
And lewneſs of a ſlave; but oh! to ſpeak 
The rage, the fiercenels and the indignation |— 
It bars all words, and cuts deſcription ſhort. 
Mon. Then he is fall'n! that comet which, on ks 
Portended ruin; he has ſpent his blaze, 
And ſhall diſtract the world with fears no more : 


Sure it muſt bode me well, for oft my ſoul 


Has ſtarted into tumult at his name, 


As if my guardian angel took th' alarm, 
At the approach of ſomewhat mortal to me: 


But ſay, my friend, what hear'lt thou of Ardafia ; ? 


For there my thoughts, my every care is center'd. 


Stra. Tho' on that purpoſe ſtill I bent my ſearch, 
Yet nothing certain could I gain, but this, 
That in the pillage of the Sultan's tent 


Some women were made pris'ners, who this morning. 


Were to be offer'd to the Emperor's view ; 
Their names, and qualities, tho' oft i qQuaring, - 
I could not learn, 
Mur. Then muſt * ſoul til labour e 

h Bene ath 


Like death within my boſom ! 
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Beneath uncertainty, and anxious doubt, 
The mind's worſt ſtate. The tyrants ruin gives me- 
But a half-eaſe. 
Stra. Twas ſaid, not far from hence 
The captives were to wait the Emperor's paſſage. 
Mon, Haſte. me to find the place. Oh! my Arpaſia f 
Shall we not meet? Why wi my heart thus heavy 
Oh! 'tis well, | 


The joy of meeting pays the pangs of abſence, 
Elſe who could. bear it? 


When thy lov'd ſight ſhall bleſs my eyes again, 
Then I will own, I ought not to complain, 8 
Since chat ſweet hour is worth whole years of pain. Y- 
[Sxenat nn and Sernecless 


1 


| SCENE Il. The Infide of @ Magnificent Tent, : 
3 of Warlke Muſic ——— 


Enter TaMERLANE, AXALLA, Prince of Taxars, 
Zama, MIR VAN, Soldiers and other Attendants. 
Ax. From this auſpicious day the Parthian name 
Shall date its birth of empire, and extend 
_ Ev'n from the dawning eaſt to utmoſt Thule 


= The limits of its ſway. 


Pr. of T. Nations unknown, 
Where yet the Roman eagles never flew, 
Shall pay their homage to victorious Tamerlane, 
Bend to his valor, and ſuperior virtue, 
And own, that conqueſt is not given by chance. 
But, bound by fatal and reſiſtiels acid ET 
Waits on his arms. 
Tam. It is too much : you dreſs me 
Like an uſurper in the borrow'd attributes 
Oft injur'd heav'n: can we call conqueſt ours? 
Shall man, this pigmy, with a giant's pride 
Vaunt of himſelf, and ſay, Thus have 1 done this? 


Qua: 
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Oh! vain pretence to greatneſs! Like the moon, 
Me borrow all the brightneſs, which we boaſt, 
Dark in ourſelves, and uſeleſs. If that hand 
That rules the fate of battles ſtrike for us, 
Crown us with fame, and gild our clay with honour; 
*T'were moſt ungrateful to diſown the benefit, 
And arrogate a praiſe which is not ours. 

Ax. With ſuch unſhaken temper of the ſoul 
To bear the ſwelling tide of proſp'rous fortune, 
Is to deſerve that fortune: in adverſity 
The mind grows tough by buffetting the tempeſt ; 
Which, in ſucceſs diſſolving, ſinks to eaſe, 
And loſes all her firmneſs. 

Tam. Oh! Arxalla! 

Could I forget I am a man, as thou art, 
Would not the winter's cold, or ſummer's heat, 
Sickneſs, or thirſt, and hunger, all the train 
Of nature's clamorous appetites, aſſerting 

An equal right in kings and common men, 
Reprove me daily: No—— lf I boaſt of ought, : 
Be it, to have been heav'n's bones inſtrument, 
The means of good to all my fellow. creatures; 
This! is a King s belt praiſe, 


i Eurer Onan | | 
On Honour and fame [ Bowing to Peel 
5 For ever wait the Emperor; may our Prophet 
Give him ten thouſand thouſand days of life, 
And every day like this. The captive Sultan, 
Fierce in his bonds, and at his fate . 
Attends your ſacred will. 
Tam. Let him approach. 


Enier BAJAzeT and other Torkiſh Priſoners in Chains, : 
 avith a guard of Soldiers. 

When I ſurvey the = of this field, 

The wild deſtruction, which thy fierce ambition 

Has dealt among mankind, (ſo many widows 

And . orphans bas thy battle made, 


That 
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That half our eaſtern world this day are mourners) 
Well may I, in behalf of heav'n and earth, 
Demand from thee atonement for this wrong. 

 Baj. Make thy demand to thoſe that own thy pow'r, 
Know I am ſtill beyond it; and tho fortune 
(Curſe on that challenging deity of fools!) _ 
Has fiript me of the train and pomp of greatneſs, 
That out-ſide of a king, yet ſtill my ſoul, 
Fix'd high, and of itſelf alone dependent, 
Is ever free and royal, and ev'n now, | 
As at the head of battle, does defy thee : 
1 know what pow'r the chance of war has giv'n, 
And dare thee to the uſe on't. This vile ſpeeching, 
This after-game of words, is what moſt irks me; 
Spare that, and for the reſt 'tis equal all- 
Be it as it may. 

Tam. Well was it for the world, = 

When on their borders neighbouring princes met, 
Frequent in friendly parle, by cool debates 5 
Preventing waſteful war; ſuch ſhould our meeting 
Have been, hadſt thou but held in juſt ogars. 
The ſanctity of leagues ſo often ſworn to. 
Canſt thou believe thy Prophet, or, what's more, 


That Pow'r Supreme, which made thee and thy Prophet, : 


Will, with impunity, let paſs that breach 

Of ſacred faith giv'n to the royal Greek? 
Bsaj. Thou pedant talker! ha! art thou a king 
Poſicl'd of ſacred pow'r, heav'n's darling attribute, 


| Ang doſt thou prate of leagues, and oaghs, and | 


Pes 

J hate the Greek (perdition on his x name!) 
As I do'thee, and would have met you TY 
As death does human nature, for defiiuRion. 
Tam. Cauſeleſs to hate is not of human kind; 
The ſavage brute, that haunts in woods remote, 
And deſart wilds, tears not the fearful traveller, 
If hunger, or ſome injury, provoke not. 

Baj. Can a king want a cauſe, when empire bids 
Go on? what is he born for but ambition! 3 
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It is his hunger, 'tis his call of nature, 

The noble appetite which will be ſatisfy'd, 

And, like the food of gods, make him immortal. 
Tam. Henceforth I will not wonder we were foes, 

Since ſouls that differ ſo, by nature hate, 

And ſtrong antipathy forbids their union. 


Baj. The noble fire that warms me, does indeed 


Trankend thy coldneſs, I am pleas'd we Oy 
Nor think alike. 
Tan No for Il think like man, 
Thou like a monſter from whoſe baleful preſence 
Nature ſtarts back; and tho' ſhe fix d her ſtamp 
On thy rough maſs, and mark'd thee for a man, 
Now, conſcious of her error, the diſclaims thee, 
As form'd for her deſtruction. 
Tis true, I am a king, as thou haſt been : 
Honour and glory too have been my aim; 
But tho' I dare face death, and all the dangers, 
Which furious war wears in its bloody front, 
Yet would I choole to fix my name by peace, 
By juſtice, and by mercy ; and to raiſe 
My trophies on the bletlings of mankind ; 
Nor would I buy the empire of the world. 


Wich ruin of the people whom 1 ways 


Or forfeit of my honour. = 
Baj. Prophet, I thank thee. 
Couldſt thou 7 me of my glory, 
To dreſs up this tame king, this preaching Derwiſe ? 
Unfit for war, thou ſhould'ſt have liv'd ſecure 

In lazy peace, and with debating ſenates 

Shar'd a precarious ſcepter, ſat tamely ſtill, 

And let bold factions canton out thy pow 'r, 

And wrangle for the ſpoils they robb'd thee of; 
Whilſt I (curſe on the power that ſtops my ardour!) 
Would, like a tempeR, ruſh amidf the nations, 
Be greatiy terrible, and deal, like Aiba, 
My angry thunder on the frighted world. 


Tam. The world! — el be too little for thy pride: 


Bug. 


x | hou wouldſt ſcale heav' n. 


— 


» . 
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Baj. 1 would :——away ! my ſoul 
Diſdains thy cha | 
Tam, Thou vain, raſh thing, 
That, with gigantic inſolence, haſt dar'd 
To lift thy wretched ſelf above the itars, 
And mate with pow'r Almighty : thou art fall'n! 


Baj. "Tis falſe! J am not fall'n from ooght 1 have 


been: 

At leaſt my ſoul reſolves to keep her ſtate, 
And ſcorns to take acquaintance with 11]- fortune, 
Ta. Almoſt beneath my pity art thou fall'n ; 
Since, while th'avenging hand of heav'n is on thee, 
And preſies to the Guit thy ſwelling ſoul, _ 
Fooi-hardy, with the ſtronger thou eontendel; 

To what vaſt heights had thy tumultuous temper 
Been hurry'd, if ſucceſs had crown'd thy wiſhes; 

| Say, what had I to expect, if thou hadit | conquer'd ? 

| Baj. Oh, glorious thought! by * I will en- 
joy it, 

Tho' but in lancy; imagination mall 

Make room to entertain the vaſt idea. 

Oh! had I been the maſter but of yeſterday, 
The world, the world had felt me; and for thee, nm 
I had us'd thee, as thou art to me,—a dog. 
Ihe object of my icorn, and mortal hatred : 

I would have taught thy neck to know my STS 
And mounted from that footſtool to my ſaddle: 
Then, when thy daily ſervile tafk was done, 

I would have cag'd thee, for the ſcorn of ſlaves, 
Till thou hadſt begg'd to die; and ev'n that mercy 
I had deny'd thee : now thou know'R my mind, 
And queſtion me no farther. _ 

Tam. Well doit thou teach me 

What juſtice ſhould exact from thee : m-nkind 
Wich one conſent cry out for vengeance on thee; 
Loudly they call, to cut off this league-breaker, 
This wild deſtroyer, from the face of earth. 
Baj. Do it, and rid thy ne foul. at once 
91 i worlt fear. 
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Tam. Why ſlept the thunder, 
That ſhould have arm'd the idol deity, 
And given thee power, ere yeſter ſun was ſet, 
To ſhake the foul of Tamerlane: hadſt thou an arm 


I 0o make thee fear'd, thou ſhouldit have my it on 


me, 
Amidſt the ſweat and blood of yonder field, ; 
When, thro' the tumult of the war, 1 ſought thee, 
Fenc'd i in with nations. 

Bay. Curſe upon the ſtars, 
That Kate us to different ſcenes of ſlaughter! 
Oh! could my ſword have met thee! 

Tam. Thou hadſt then, RY, 
As now, been in my pow'r, and held thy life 
Dependent on my gift—Yes Bajazet, 
J bid thee live. So much my ſoul diſdains, 
That thou ſhouldſt think, I can fear ought but heav'n : 
Nay more; couldſt thou forget thy brutal fiercenels, 
And form thyſelt to manhood, I would bid thee, 
Live, and be ſtil] a king, that thou mayit learn 


What man ſhould be to man, in war remembring 


The common tie, and brotherhood of kind. 
This royal tent, with ſuch of thy domeſtics | 
As can be found, ſhall wait upon thy ſervice ; 'J 
Nor will I uſe my fortune, to demand | 
Hard terms of peace, but ſuch as thou may'ſt offer 
With honour, I with honour may receive.“ 
' [*Tamerlane fgns to an Officer, who unbinds Bajazet. 
. By. Ha! ſay'ſt thou—no !—our Prophet 8 . 
| aꝛnce blaſt me, | 
Tf thou ſhalt buy my friendſhip with thy empire. 
Damnation on thee! thou ſmooth fawning talker ! 
Give me again my chains, that I may curle thee, 
And gratify ry rage: or, if thou wilt 
Be a vain fool, and play with thy perdition, 
Remember I'm thy toe, and hate thee AE 
Thy folly on thy head! 
Tam. Be ſtill my fo. 
Great minds like heay n) are pleas'd i in doing good, 
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Tho' the ungrateful ſubje&s of their favours 

Are barren in return: thy ſtubborn pride, 

That ſpurns the gentle office of humanity, 

Shall in my honour own, and thy deſpite, 

I have done as J ought. Virtue ſtill does 

With ſcorn the mercenary world regard, 

Where abject ſouls do good, and hope reward: 

Above the wotthleſs trophies men can raiſe, * 
She ſeeks not honours, wealth, nor airy praiſe, 
But with herſelf, herſelf, the goddeſs pays. ') : 

© [Exeunt Tamerlane, Axalla, Prince of Tanais, 

Mirvan, Zama, and Attendants, 8 


Nlanent Ba AZ ET, OmMaR, Guards. 5 
Baj. Come, lead me to my dungeon; plunge me down 
Deep from the hated ſight of man and day, 
Where, under covert of the friendly darkneſs, 
My ſoul may brood, at leiſure, o'er its anguiſh. | 
Om. Our royal maſter wou'd, with noble uſage, 

Make your misfortunes light; he bids you hope 
Baz. I tell thee, ſlave, I have ſhook hands with hope, 
And all my thoughts are rage, deſpair, and horror. 


Enter HAL, AR PASIA, and Women Attendants. 
_ Ha! wherefore am I thus ?—Perdition ſeize me! 
But my cold blood runs ſhiv'ring to my heart, 
As at ſome fantom, that in dead of night, 
With dreadful action ſtalks around our beds. 
The rage and fiercer paſſions of my breaſt 
Are loſt in new confuſion. _——frpafa——Hah ! 
Ha. Oh Emperor! for whoſe hard fate our Prophet, 
And all the heroes of thy ſacred race 
Are {ad in paradiſe, thy faithful Haly, 
The ſlave of all thy pleaſures, in this ruin, 

This univerſal ſhipwreck of thy fortunes, 
Has gather'd up this treaſure for thy arms: 

Nor ev'n the victor, haughty Tamerlane, 
(By whole opment, once more thy flave beholds 
5 thee) * 9 


3 Denies 


3 T AME RLANE. 


Denies this bleſling to thee, but with honour 
Renders thee back thy Queen, thy beauteous bride. 
Baj. Oh! had her eyes with pity ſeen my ſorrows, 
Had * the ſoftneſs of a tender bride, 
Heav'n cou'd not have beſtow'd a greater bleſling, 
And love had made amends for loſs of em * 

But ſee, what fury dwells upon her charms ! 
What lightning flaſhes from her angry eyes! 

With a malignant joy ſhe views my ruin: 

Even beauteous in her hatred, ſtill ſhe charms me, 
And awes my fierce tumultuous ſoul to love. 
Arp. And dar'ſt thou hope, thou tyrant ! raviſher ! 
That heav'n has any joy in ſtore for thee ? 
Look back upon the ſum of thy paſt life, 
Where tyranny, oppreſuon, and injuſtice, 
Perjury, murders, ſwell the black account, 
Where loſt 4rpa/ia's wrongs fland bleeding freſh, 
Thy laſt recorded crime; but heav'n has found thee, 
At length the tardy vengeance has o'erta'en thee. 
My weary ſoul ſhall bear a little longer 

The pain of life, to call for juſtice on thee. 
That once compleat, ſink to the peaceful grave, 
And loſe the memory of my wrongs and thee. 
5 Thou rail'ſt! I thank thee for it—Be perverſe, 
And As all the woman in thy ſoul ; 
Goad me with curſes, be a very wife, 
; That 1 0 * off this tame love, and hate thee. 


| "Pater MonesEs. 
[Bajazet farting.) Ha Keep thy temper heart ; ; 
nor take alarm 
At a ſlave's preſence. 5 5 1 
Mon. It is Arpaſia . Leave me, thou cold fear. 
5 Sweet as the roſy morn ſhe breaks upon me, 

And ſorrow, like the night's unwholſome ſhade, 
Gives way before the golden dawn ſhe brings. 

By. [ Advancing tewards him.] Ha, carmas ! Is it 
5 well that we meet thus; 

Is this hy faith ? 


Mon. 


vs 
o 
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Mon. Why does thy frowning brow 

Put on th form of fury ? Is it firange 
We ſhouid meet here companions in misfortune, 
The captives of one common chance of war? 
Nor ſhouldſt thou wonder, that my ſword has fail'd 
Before the fortune of viftorious Tamerlane, 175 
When thou with nations like the ſanded ſhore, 
With half the warring world upon thy fide, 
Couldſt not ſtand up againſt his dreadful battle, 

That cruſh'd thee with its ſhock. Thy men can witneſs, 
Thoſe cowards, that forſook me in the combat, 
| wo” ſword was not unactive. 
Baj. No tis falſe: 


Where is my daughter, thou vile Greek : ? FO haſt 
Betray' d her to the Tartar; or ev'n worſe, 


Pale with thy fears, didſt loſe her like a coward : 


And like a coward now, wouldſt caſt the blame 
On fortune, and ill ſtars. 


Mon. Ha! ſaidſt thou like a coward ? 
What ſanctity, what majeſty divine 
Haſt thou put on, to guard thee from my rage! ? 
That thus thou dar'ſt to wrong me. 
Baj. Out, thou flave, 
And know me for thy Lord- 
Mon. I tell thee, tyrant, _ 
When in the pride of power thou fie ft on high, 
When like an idol thou wert vainly worſhipp'd, 
By proſtrate wretches, born with flavith ſouls : _ 
Ev'n when thou wert a king, thou wert not more, 
Nor greater than Monęſes; born of a race 
Royal, and great as thine: what art thou then? 
3 he fate of war has ſet thee with the loweſt ; 
And captives (like the ſubjeQs of the grave) 
Loſing diſtinction, ſerve one common lord. 
| Baz. Brav'd by this dog! now give a looſe to rage, 
And curſe thyſelf, curſe thy falſe cheating Prophet. 


Ha! yet there's ſome revenge. Hear me, thou chri- 


ſtian; 


Thou left bu that hſter with me bon impotor | 4 
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Thou boaſter of thy honeſty ! thou liar ! 
But take her to thee back. 5 
Now to explore my priſon If it holds 
Another plague like this, the reſtleſs damn'd 
(If Mufties lie not) wander thus in hell- 
From ſcorching flames to chilling froſts they run, 
I hen from their frofts to fires return again, N 
And only prove variety of pain. 

[ [Exeunt Bajazet and Haly. 

Arp. Stay, Bajazet, J charge thee by my wrongs! 
Stay and unfold a tale of ſo much horror, 

As only fits thy telling Oh, Moneſes! 
Min. Why doſt thou weep ? why this * 
paſſion, 

That ſtops thy falt'ring tongue ort on my name? 2 
Oh, ſpeak ! unveil this myſtery of ſorrow, 

And draw the diſma] ſcene, at once, to fight. 
Arp. Thou art undone, loſt, ruin'd, and undone! 
Mon. 1 will not think 'tis ſo, while J have — 
While thus 'tis giv'n to fold thee in my arms; 
For while I ſigh upon thy panting boſom, 

The fad remenibrance of paſt woes is loſt. L 

Arp. Forbear to ſooth my ſoul with flatt'ring thought: ; 
Of evils overpaſt, and joys to come: 

Our woes are like the genuine ſhade beneath, 
Where fate cuts off the very hopes of day, 

And everlaſting night and horror reign. | | 
| Mon. By all the tenderneſs, and chaſte endearments 
Of our palt love, I charge thee, my Arpaſia, 

To eaſe my ſoul of doubts ; give me to know 
At once the utmoſt malice of my fate. 

Arp. Take then thy wretched ſhare in all 1 hits; 
Still partner of my heart. Scarce hadft thou left 
The Sultan's camp, when the imperious tyrant, 
Soft'ning the pride and fierceneſs of his temper, 

With gentle ſpeech made offer of his love. 
Amaz'd, as at the ſhock of ſudden death, 

J ſtarted into tears, and often urg'd 

(Tho' Rtill in vain) the difference of our faiths : 


At 
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At laſt, as flying to the utmoſt refuge, 

With lifted hands, and ſtreaming eyes, I cad. 
The fraud ; which when. we firſt were made his 
pris'ners, - 
| Conſcious of my unhappy form, and fearing | 
For thy dear life, I forc'd thee to put on 

Thy borrow'd name of brother, mine of ſiſter : 

Hiding beneath that veil the nearer tie, 

Our mutual vows had made- before the prieſt. 

| Kindling to rage at hearing of my ſtory, 
Then, be it ſo, he cry'd. Think'ſt thou thy vows 
SGiv'n to a ſlave ſhall bar me from thy beauties? 

Then bade the prieſt pronounce the marriage rites, 

Which he perform'd ; whilſt ſhrieking with deſpair, 
TI call'd in vain the pow'rs of heav'n to aid me. 

Men. Villain! imperial villain !—Oh the coward ! 
| Aw'd by his guilt, tho' back'd by force and power, 

He durſt not to my face avow his purpoſe; 

But in my abſence like a lurking thief, 

Stole on my treaſure, and at once undid me. 15 
Arp. Had they not kept me from the means 11 death, 
Forgetting all the rules of chriſtian ns 

J had done a deſp'rate murder on my ſoul, 

Ere the rude ſlaves, that waited on his will, 

Had forc'd me to his— 

Mon. Stop thee there PROR | 
And bar my fancy from the 5 one 6 

Let not thought enter, leit the buſy mind 
Should muſter ſuch a train of monſtrous images, 

As would diſtract me. Oh! I cannot bear it. 

Thou lovely hoard of ſweets, where all my Joys 

Were treaſur'd up, to have thee rifled thus! | 

Thus torn untaſted from my eager wiſhes! _ 

But I will have thee from him. Tamerlane 

(The ſovereign judge of equity on earth) 

Shall do me juſtice on this mighty robber, 

And render back thy beauties to Moneſes. 

Arp. And who ſhall render back my peace, wy: honour, 
The ſpotleſs wbitæneſs of my gh ſoul? 
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Ah! no, Mone/es think not I will ever 

Bring a polluted love to-thy chaſte arms : 

IT am the Tyrant's wife. Oh, fatal title! 

Ana, in the fight of all the ſaints, have ſworn, 

By honour, womanhood, and bluſhing ſhame, 

| To know no ſecond bride-bed but my grave. 

Mon. I ſwear it muſt not be, fince ſtill my eye 

Finds thee as heav'nly white, as angel pure, 

As in the earlieſt hours of life thou wert. 8 

Nor art thou his but mine; thy firſt vow's mine, 

Thy foul is mine 

3 Oh! think not, that the pow'r 

Of molt perſuaſive eloquence can make me 

Forget I've been another's, been his wife; 

Now by my biuſhes ! by the ftrong confuſion, 

And anguiſh of my heart! ſpare me, Mrne/es, 

Nor urge my trembling virtue to the precipice. 

Shortly, (oh! very ſhortly) if my ſorrows 

Divine arizht, and heav'n be gracious to me, 

Death ſhall diſſolve the fatal obligation, 

And give me up to peace, to that bleſt place 

Where the good reſt from care and anxious life. 
Mon. Oh! teach me, thou fair faint, like thee to ſuffer : 

Teach me, with hardy piety, to combat 

The preſent ills; inftrutt my eyes to paſs 

The narrow bounds of life, this land of ſorrow, 

And with bold hopes to view the realms beyond, 

Thoſe diſtant beauties of the future ſtate. 

Tell me, A:pafia—— ſay, what joys are thoſe, 

'That wait to crown the wretch who ſuffers here : 

Oh! tell me, and ſuſtain my failing faith. 

Arp Imagine ſomewhat exquifirely fine, 

Which fancy cannot paint, which the pleas'd mind 

Can barely know, unable to deſeribe it; 

Imagine, tis a tract of endleſs joys, 

Wichout ſatiety, or interruption; 

Imagine 'tis to meet and part no more. 
Mon. Grant, gentle heav'n, that ſuch may be our r lot! | 

Let us be bleſt together. — Oh! my foul . 
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Build on that hope, and let it arm thy courage, 
To ſtruggle with the ſtorm, that parts us now. 
Arp. Yes! my Meoneſes, now the ſurges riſe 
The ſwelling ſea breaks in between our barks, 
And drives us to our fate on different rocks. 
Farewel—my ſoul lives with thee. 
Mon. Death is parting, 
"Tis the Jaſt ſad adieu *twixt ſoul and body, 
But this is ſomewhat worſe—my joy, my comfort, 
All that was left in life, fleets after thee. 5 
My aking fight hangs on thy parting beauties, 
Thy lovely eyes all drown'd. in floods of ſorrow ! 
So finks the ſetting ſun beneath the waves, 
And leaves the traveller in patkleſs woods, 
Benighted and forlorn—— Thus with ſad eyes 
Weſtward he turns, to mark the light's decay 
Till having loſt the laſt faint glimpſe of day, 
Chearleſs, i in darkneſs, he purſues his way. 


33 


| [Excunt Moneſes and — ſever 2 = 


SCE N E the Infide of the Regal Tent, 


Enter AXALLA, SELIMA, * Women 1 | 

Ax. AN there be ought in love, beyond this proof, 
This wondrous proof, I give thee of my faith? 

To tear thee from my bleeding boſom thus? 
To rend the firings of life, to ſet thee free, 

And yield thee to a cruel father's power, 
Foe to my hopes? What canſt thou pay me back, 
What but thyſelf (thou angel) for this fondneſs? 
Sel. Thou doſt upbraid me, beggar as 1 ani, 
And urge me with my poverty of love. 

Perhaps thou think'ſt, tis nothing for a maid 
To ſtruggle through the niceneſs of her Toy 
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The bluſhes and the fears, and own ſhe loves: 
Thou think'ſt, 'tis nothing for my artleſs heart 


To own my weakneſs and confeſs thy triumph, 
Ax. Oh? yes, I own it: my charm'd ears ne'er knew 


A ſound of ſo much rapture, ſo much joy. 


Not voices, inſtruments, not warbling birds, 


Not winds, not murm'ring waters join'd in conſort, 
Not tuneful Nature, not th' according ſpheres 


Utter ſuch harmony, as Wen my Se/ima 

With downcaſt looks and bluſhes, ſaid, —I love 
Sel. And yet thou ſay ſt, I am a niggard to thee ; 3 

I ſwear the balance ſhall be held between us, 


And love be judge, if after all the tenderneſs, 


Tears and confuſion of my virgin ſoul, _ 

Thou ſhould'ſt complain of ought, unjuſt Aralla ! N 
Ax. Why was I ever bleſt hy! is remembrance 

Rich with a thouſand. pleafing images 

Of paſt enjoyment, ſince tis but to plague me? 

When thou art mine no more, what will it eaſe me 

To think of all the golden minutes paſt, 

To think, that thou wert kind, and I was happy! 5 


But like an angel fall'n from bliſs, weak: 
My preſent ſtate, and mourn the heav'n I've loſt. 


Sel. Hope better for us both; nor let thy fears, 


| Like an unlucky omen, croſs my way. 
My father rough and ſtormy in his nature, 


To me was always gentle, and with fondneſs 
Paternal, ever met me with a bleſſing. | 
Oft when offence had ſtirr'd him to ſuch fury, 
That not grave counſellors for wiſdom fam'd, _ 
Nor hardy captains that had fought his battles, | 
Preſum'd to ſpeak, but ſtruck with awful dread, 


Were huſh'd as death; yet has he ſmil'd on me, 
Kiſs'd me, and bade me utter all my purpoſe; 
Till, with my idle prattle, 1 had ſooth'd 5 
And won him from his anger. 


Ax. Oh! I know, 


T hoo haſt a tongue to charm the wildeſt tempers. 
Herds would forget to graze, and ſavage beaſts 


Stand | 
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Stand ſtill and loſe their fierceneſs, but to hear thee, 
As if they had reflexion, and by reaſon 

Forſook a leſs enjoyment for a greater. 

But oh! when TI revolve each circumſtance, 

My chriſtian faith, my ſervice cloſely bound 

To 7 amerlane my maſter, and my friend: 

Tell me (my charmer) if my fears are vain ? 

Think what remains for me, if the fierce Sultan 
Should doom thy beauties to another's bed? 

Sel. 'Tis a ſad thought: but to appeaſe thy doubts, 
Here in the awful fight of heav'n I vow, 
No power ſhall e'er divide me from thy love, 
Ev'n duty ſhall not force me to be falſe. 


| My cruel ſtars may tear thee from my arms, 


But never from my heart; and when the maids 
Shall yearly come with garlands of freſh flow'rs, 
Jo mourn with pious office o'er my grave, 

They ſhall fit ſadly down, and weeping tell, 
How well I lov'd, how much I ſuffer'd for thee, 
| And while they grieve my m_ ſhall praiſe my con- 

ſtancy. 
Ar. But fee the Sultan comes my beating beart 
| Bounds with exulting motion; hope and fear 
Fight with alternate conqueſt in my breaſt. 
Oh!] can 1 give her from me? yield her up? 
Now mourn, thou god of love, fince honour triumphs, 
Ard crowns his cruel altars with thy ſpoils. 


Enter 8 

Baj. To have a nauſeous courteſy ane on me 
Spite of my will by an inſulting foe 
Ha! they would break the fierceneſs of my temper, 
And make me ſupple for their ſlaviſh purpoſe : 
Curſe on their fawning arts; from heav'n itſelf 
I wou'd not on ſuch terms receive a benefit, 
But ſpurn it back upon the giver's hand. 

[Sel. comes forward and kneels to 9-198 
Sel. My lord; my royal imher | | 
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Baj. Ha! what art thou? 
What heavenly innocence ?. that in a form 
So known, ſo lov'd, halt left thy paradile, 
For joylefs priſon, for this place of woe! 
Art thou Se/ima ? 
Sel. Have you forgot me: 
Alas, my piety is then in vain ; 
Your Selima, your daughter whom you lov 'd, 
The fondling once of her dear father's arms, 
Is come to claim her ſhare in his misfortunes ; $ 
To wait and tend him with obſequious duty; 
To fit and weep for every care he feels; 
To help to wear the tedious minutes out, 
To ſoften bondage, and the loſs of empire. 
Baj. Now by « our Prophet! if my wounded mind 
Could know a thought of peace, it would be now; 
Even from thy prating infancy thou wert 
My joy, my little angel; ſmiling comfort 
Came with thee till to glad me: Now I'm curs'd 
Ev'n in thee too; reproach and infamy 
Aitend the chriftian dog, to whom thou wert coſted: 
To ſee thee here 'twere better ſee thee dead. 
Ar Thus Tamerlane to royal Bajazet, 
Z With kingly greeting ſends ; ſince with the brave, 
(The bloody bus'nets of the fight once ended) 
Stern hate and oppoſition: ought to ceaſe ; 
Thy Queen already to thy arms reftor'd, | 
Receive this ſecond gift, thy beauteous daughter: 
And if there be ought farther in thy wiſh, 
Demand with honour, and obtain it freely. 
| Baz. Bear back thy fulſom greeting to thy maſter; 
Tell n I'tl none on't: had he been a god, 
All his omnipotence could not reſtore 
My fame diminiſb'd, loſs of ſacred honour, 
The radiancy of majeſty eclips'd. 
For ought beſides, it is not worth my care ; 
The giver and his gifts are both beneath me. 
Ax. Enough of war the wounded earth has known ; 
Weary at length and waſted with deſtruction, 


Sadly 
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Sadly ſhe rears her ruin'd head, to ſhew 
Her cities humbled, and hex countries ſpoil'd, 
And to her mighty maſters ſues for peace. 

Oh, Sultan! by the Pow'er divine I ſwear ! 
With joy I wou'd reſign the ſavage trophies 
In blood and battle gain'd, could I atone 
The fatal breach 'twixt thee and Tamerlane ; 

And think a ſoldier's glory well desen. 

To buy mankind a peace. 

Baj. And what art thou? 

That doſt preſume to mediate twixt the nage 

Of angry kings? 85 
Ax. A prince, born of the nobleſt, 

And of a foul that anſwers to that birth, 

That dares not but do well. Thou doſt put on 

A forc'd forgetfulneſs, thus not to know me, - 
A gueſt ſo lately to thy court, theh meeting 
On gentler terms, 
Sel. Could ought efface the merit 


oO brave Axalla's name, yet when your daughter 


Shall tell, how well, how nobly ſhe was us ds: 
How light this gallant Prince made all her bondage; 
Moſt ſure the royal Bajaxet will own 
That honour ſtands indebted to ſuch goodneſs, 5 
Nor can a monarch's friendſhip more than pay it. 
Baj. Ha! know'll thou that, fond girl —Go-— tis 
not well 
And when thou coud' ſt FW RE to take a bencfit 
From a vile chriſtian, and thy father's foe, 
Thou didſt an act diſhoneſt to thy race; 
 Henceforth, unleſs thou mean'ft to cancel all 
My ſhare in thee, and write thyſelf a baſtard; 
Die, ſtarve, know any evil, any pain, 
Rather than taſte a mercy from theie dog. 
Sel. Alas! Axalia ! 
Ax. Weep not, lovely maid ; 
] ſwear, one pearly drop from thoſe Fair 8 
Would over-pay the ſ:rvice of my life; 
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One ſigh from thee has made a large amends 
For all_thy avgry father's frowns and fierceneſs. 

Baj. Oh! my curſt fortune !—am 1 fall'n thus low * 
Dion: d to my face? thou earth; born thing, 
Thou clod! how haſt thou dar'd to lift thy eyes 
Up to the ſacred race of mighty Ottoman? 
Whom kings, whom e'en our Prophet's holy ofepring 
At diſtance have beheld ; and what art thou? 
What glorious titles blazon out thy birth ® _ 
Thou vile obſcurity ! ha !—ſay—thou baſe one. 

Ax. Thus challeng'd virtue, modeſt as ſhe is, 
Stands up to do herſelf a common juſtice, 
To anſwer, and aſſert that inborn merit 
That worth, which conſcigus to herlelf ſhe feels. 
Were honour to be ſcann'd by long deſcent, 
From aneeſtors illuſtrious, I could vaunt * 

A lineage of the preateſt, and recount 
Among my fathers, names of ancient ſtory. 

| Heroes and god-like patriots, who ſubdu'd 
'The world by arms and vircue, and being Romans 
Scorn'd to be kings; but that be their own Praile : : 


Nor will I borrow merit from the dead; 


Muyſelf an undeſerver. I could prove 
Ml y friendſhip ſuch, as thou might'ſt deign t' accept 

With honour, when it comes with friendly office, 
To render back thy crown, and former greatneſs : 
And yet een this, e'en all is poor, when Selima 
With matchleſs worth weighs down, the adverſe ſcale. 
Baj. Lo give me back what yeſterday took from me, 
Wou' 4 be to give like Heav'n, when having finiſh'd 
This world, (the goodly work of his creation? 
He bid his favourite man be lord of all, 


| But this — 


Ar. Nor is this gif beyond my power; 
Oft has the mighty maſter of my arms 
Urg'd me with large ambition to demand 
Crowns and dominions from his bounteous power: 
Iis true I wav'd the proffer, and have held it 
The worthier choice, to wait upon his virtues, 


ro 
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To be the friend and partner of his wars, 
Than to be A/ia's lord: nor wonder then, 
If in the confidence of ſuch a friendſhip, 
] promiſe boldly for the royal giver, 
Thy crown, and empire: 
Baj. For oor daughter thus 
Mean ſt thou to barter? ha! 1 tell thee, Chrillian, 
There is but one, one dowry, thou canſt give, 
And I can aſk, worthy my daughter's love. 
Ax, Oh! name the mighty ranſom, taſk my pow'r, 
Let there be danger, difaculty, death, 


I ''enhance the price. 


Baj I take thee at thy word. 

Wa me the Tartar's head, 
Ax. Ha! 
| Baj. Tamerlane's. 

That ln that deadly poiſon to my glory. 
5 Prodigious ! horrid 
Sel. Loſt! for ever loſt! {ought elſe >? 
Baz. And cou'dſi thou hope to biids me with 

With” a vile peace patch'd up on flaviſh terms? _ 

With tributary kingſhip ? No to merit 

A recompence from me, ſate my revenge. 

The Tartar is my bane, I cannot bear 8 ; 

One heav'n and earth can never hold us both; 

Still ſhall we hate, and with dehance deadly 

Keep rage alive, till one be loſt for ever; 

As if two ſuns ſhould meet in the meridian, 

And ſtrive in fiery combat for the paſſage. | 

Weep's thou, fond girl? Now as thy king, and father, | 

1 charge thee, drive this ſlave from thy remembrance: 

Hate ſhall be pious in thee; * come and join 

To curſe thy father's foes. *ULoying bold on ber Hand. 
Sel Undone for ever! 
Now tyrant duty, art thou yet obey d 
There is no more 10 give thee. Oh Axalla! 
[Bajazet ed, out delima, ſhe lool ing back on Axalla. 
Ax. 'is what 1 fear'd; fool that I was t'obey⸗ 
The coward love, that could not bear her frown, 


Has 
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Has wrought his own undoing. Perhaps e'en' now, 
The tyrant's rage prevails upon her fears. 

Fiercely he ſtorms, the weeps, and ſighs, and trembles, 
But ſwears at length, to think on me no more, 
He bade me take her. — But, oh gracious dender 
Upon what terms? My foul yet ſhudders at it, 

And ſtands but half recover'd of her fright. 

The head of Tamer/ane ! monſtrous impiety ! 

Bleed, bleed to death, my heart, be virtue's martyr. 
Oh, Emperor, I own I ought to give thee 

Some nobler mark, than dying, of my faith. 

Then let the pains I fcel my friendſhip» prove, 

"Tis eaſier far to die, than ceaſe to love. [Exit Axalla, 


GENE II, 
Tamerlane' 5 Cong. 
Enter el Mos ESE 8, and Prince of Tanais. 


Mon. If I not preſs untimely on his leiſure, 
Vou would much bind a ſtranger to your ſervice, 

To give me means of audience from the Emperor. 
Pr. Mott willingly, tho' for the preſent moment 
Me muſt intreat your ſtay; he holds him private. 
Mon. His council, I preſume. | 
Pr. No: the affair. 
| Is not of earth, but heav'n 


a holy man, 
(One whom our Prophet's law calls ſuch) a Derviſe 


Keeps him in conference. 


Mon. Hours of religion, 

Eſpecially of princes, claim a reverence, 

Nor will be interrupted. 

Pr. What his buſineſs | 

Imports, we know not: but with earneſt ſte 

This morn he begg'd admittance. Our great maſter 

(Than whom none bows more low!y to high Heav'n) 

In reverend regard holds all that bear | 
Relation 
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Relation to religion, and, on notice 
-Of his requeſt, receiv'd him on the inſtant. 
Mon. We will attend his Pleaſure, E. 


"Eater TAMERLANE, and a Deveite. 5 


Tae Thou bring it me hy credentials. from the 


Higheſt, 
From Aba, and our Prophet : ſpeak thy meſſage, 
It muſt import the beſt and nobleſt ends. 


Der. Thus ſpeaks our holy Mahomet, 110 has giv n 


thee 

To reign and conquer : Ill doſt thou repas 
The bounties of his hand, unmindful of , 
The fountain, whence thy ſtreams of greatneſs flow: 
Thou halt forgot high heav'n, haſt beaten down, | 
And trampled on religion's ſanctity. 
Tam. Now, as I am a ſoldier, and a king, 
(The greateſt names of honour) do but make _ 
Thy imputation out, and 7 azerlane 
Shall do thee ample juſtice on himſelf: 
So much the ſacred name of heav'n awes me, 
Cou'd I ſuſpe& my ſoul of harbouring ought. 
To its diſhonour, I would ſearch it ſtrictly, 
And drive th'offtending thought with fury forth. 
Der. Yes, thou haſt hurt our holy Prophet's anden, 
By foſtering the pernicious chriſtian ſect; 


Thoſe, whom his ſword purſu'd with fell defirudtion, 


Thou tak'ſt into thy boſom, to thy councils ; 
They are thy only friends: the true believers 
Mourn to behold thee favour this 4xa//a. 


Tam, I fear me, thou out go'ſt the Prophet's order! 


And bring'ſt his venerable name to ſhelter 

A rudeneſs ill becoming thee to uſe, 

Or me to ſuffer. When thou nam'ſt my friend, 
Thou nam'ſt a man beyond a monk's diſcerning, | | 
Virtuous, and great, a warrior, and a prince. 


Der. He is a chriſtian: there our law condemns him, 


Altho' he were even all thou ſpeak'ſt, and more. 
25 am. I is falſe; no law divine condemns the virtuous 
| For 
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For differing from the rules your ſchools deviſe. 
Look round, how providence beſtows alike 


Sunſhine and rain, to bleſs the fruitful year, 


On different nations, all of diff ' rent faiths ; 


And (tho' by ſeveral names and titles worſhipp'd) 


Heav'n takes the various tribute of their praiſe; 


Since all agree to own, at leaſt to mean, 


One beſt, one greateſt, only Lord of all. 
Thus when he view'd the many forms of nature, 
He found that all was good, and bleſt the fair variety. 

Der. Moſt impious and profane !—nay, frown not, 
| Full of the Prophet, I deſpiſe the danger [ Prince. 


Thy angry power may threaten ; I command thee 
To-hear, and to obey ; ſince thus ſays, Mahomet ! 


Why have I made thee dreadful to the nations ? 
Why have I giv'n thee conqueſt ? but to ſpread 
My facred law ev'n-to the utmoſt earth, 


And make my holy Mecca the world's worſhip ? ? 
Go on, and whereſoe'er thy arms ſhall proſper, 


Plant there the Prophet's name: with ſword and fire 


Drive out all other faiths, and let the world 


Confeſs him only. 


Tam. Had he but 6 


My ſword to conquer all, to make the world 


Know but one lord, the taſk were not ſo hard; 
*T were but to do what has been done already; 3 


And Philip's ſon, and Ce/ar did as much: 


But to ſubdue th' unconquerable mind, 


To make one reaſon have the ſame effect 
Upon all apprehenſions; to force this, 
Or this man, juſt to think, as thou and I do; 
Impoſſible ! Unleſs fouls were alike _ 
In al, which differ now like human faces. 


Der. Well might the holy cauſe be carry'd on, 
If Mufje/men did not make war on Maſſelmen. 


Why hold'ſt thou captive a believing monarch? 


Now, as thou hop'ſt to cape the Prophet's curſe, 


Releaſe the royal Bajazet, and join 
With force united, to deſtroy the chriſtians, 


Jam. 
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Tam. Tis well—I've found the cauſe that mov'd thy 
zeal. 


What ſhallow politician ſet thee on, 


In hopes to fright me this way to compliance 
Der. Our Prophet only. 


Tam. No—thou doſt belie him, 
Thou maker of new faiths! that dar'ſt to build 
Thy fond inventions on Religion” s name. 


Religion's luſtre is by native innocence 


Divinely pure, and ſimple from all arts; 

You daub, and dreſs her like a common Miſtreſs, | 

The harlot of your fancies; and by adding 

Falſe beauties, which ſhe wants not, make the world 
Suſpect her angel's face is foul beneath, 

And wo'not bear all lights. Hence! I have found thee. 
Der. I have but one reſort. Now aid me, Prophet. 


[Alde. 

vet I have ſomewhat further to unfold ; 
Our Prophet ſpeaks to thee in thunder— ook : 
| "= Derviſe draws a conceal'd Dagger, and offers to 
flab Tamerlane, [ſhippers, 
Tam. No, villain, Heav'r n is watchful o'er its wor- 
Mreſting the Dagger from him. 
And blaſts the murderer s purpoſe. Think thou, wretch, 


Think on the pains that wait thy crime, and tremble 
When! ſhall doom the 


Der. Tis but death at laſt, 
And I will ſuffer greatly for the cauſe 
That urg'd me firſt to the bold deed. 

Tam. Ob, impious ! 
- Enthuſiaſm thus makes villains, martyrs. 5 
Pauſing.] It ſhall be ſo— Lo die ! 'twere a reward 
Now learn the difference 'twixt thy faith and mine: 
Tine bids thee lift thy dagger to my throat, 
Mine can forgive the wrong, and bid thee live. 
| Keep thy own wicked ſecret, and be ſafe: 
If thou continu'ſt ſtill to be the ſame, 
Tis puniſhment enough to be a villain : 
If chou repent t, J have 28 one to we, 
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And am, in that, rewarded for my mercy. 
Hence] from my fight * It ſhocks my ſoul, to think 
That there is ſuch * monſter in my kind. | 

LE as Derviſe. 
Whether wil man's impiety extend? 
Oh gracious heav'n ! doft thou withhold thy thunder, 
When bold aſſaſſines take thy name upon em, 
And ſwear, they are the champions of thy cauſe ? 

| *. \ 
"Sins MoNEsEs. 

Mon. Oh, Emperor! before whoſe awful throne | 
Th afflicted never kneel in vain for jullice ! \ Kneeling 
Undone, and ruin'd, blaſted in my hopes, @ te Tam. 
Here let me fall before your ſacred feet, | 
And groan out my misfortunes, till your pity, 


( The laſt ſopport and refuge that is left me) 


Shall raiſe me from the ground, and bid me live, 
Tam. Rile, Prince, nor let me reckon up 4 worth, 
And tell, how boldly that might bid thee aſk, 

Leſt I ſhould make a merit of my juſtice, © 
The common debt 1 owe to thee, to all, 

Ev'n to the meaneſt of mankind, the charter 
By which I claim my crown, and heav'n's protection: 
Speak then as to a king, the ſacred name 

Where pow'r is lodg d, for righteous ends alone. 
Mon. One only joy, ove bleſſing, my fond heart 

Had fix'd us wiſhes on, and that is loſt 3 

That ſiſter, for whoſe ſafety wy ſad ſoul | 

Endur'd a thouſand fears. 

Tem I well remember, 

When cer the battle join'd, T ſaw thee firſt, 

With orief uncommon to a brother's love, 
| Thou told'lt a moving tale of her misfortunes, 
Such as beſpoke my pity. Is there ought | 
Thou can't demand from friendſhip ? aſk and have it. 
Men. Firſt, oh! let me intreat your royal goodneſs. 
Forgive the foily of a lover's caution, 


That forg'd a tale of falſehood to deceive you: 


Said I, tae was by filter ? Oh! tis falie, a 
; gone 
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She holds a dearer intereſt in my ſoul, 
Such as the cloſeſt ties of blood ne'er knew : 
An int'reft, ſuch as power, wealth and honour 
Can't buy, but love, love only can beſtow ; 
She was the Miſtreſs of my vows, my bride, 
By contract mine; and long e'er this the prieſt 
Had ty'd the knot for ever, had not Bajazet— Ts 
Tam. Ha! Bajazet /—If yet his pow'r withholds | 
The cauſe of all wy ſorrows, all thy fears, 
_ Fen gratitude for once ſhall gain upon him, 
Spite of his ſavage temper, to reſtore her. 
This morn a ſoldier brought a captive beauty, 
Sad tho' ſhe ſeem'd, yet of a form moſt rare, 
By much the nobleſt ſpoil of all the field: 
E'en Scipio, or a victor yet more cold, 
Might have forgot his virtue, at her fight. 
Strack with a pleaſing wonder, I beheld her, 
Till by a ſlave that waited near her perſon, 
I learnt ſhe was the captive Sultan's wife; 
Straight I forbid my eyes the dangerous joy 
Of gazing long, and fent her to her lord. 
Mon. There was Moneſes loſt. Too ſure my heart 
(From the firſt mention of her wondrous charms) | 
Preſag'd - cou'd be only my Arpaſia. 
Tam. Arpaſia ! did'ſt thou ay? 
Mon. Ves, my Arpaſia. 
am. Sure | miſtake, or fain I would miſtake thee, | | 
1 nam'd the Queen of Bajaxet, his wife. 
Mon. His Queen! His wife! He brings that holy 
title 
To varniſh o'er the monſtrous wrongs he has done me. 
Tam. Alas! 1 fear me, en thy traf are ut; 
Thou art indeed unhappy— 
Mon. Can you pity me, 
And nat redreſs ? *Oh, royal ae / [*Encling, 
Thou ſuccour of the wretched, reach thy mercy. 
To ſave me from the grave, and from oblivion ; 


Be gracious to the hopes that wait my youth, 


Oh! let not ſorrow blaſt me, let 1 wither, wy 
r „ a And 
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And fall in vile diſhonour. Let thy juſtice 
Reſlore me my Arpafia ; give her back, 
Back to my wiſhes, to my tranſports give her, 
To my fond, reſtleſs, bleeding, dying boſom ; 
Oh!] give her to me yet while I have life 
Jo bleſs thee for the bounty. Oh, Arpaſia! 
Tam Unhappy royal youth, why el thou aſk 
What honour muſt deny? Ha! is ſhe not 
His wife, whom he has wedded, whom enjoy'd ? 
And would'ſt thou have my partial friendſhip break 
That holy knot, which ty'd once, all mankind 
Agree to hold ſacred, and undiſſolveable? 
The brutal violence would ſtain my juſtice, 
And brand me with a tyrant's hated name 
To late poſterity. 5 
Mon. Are then the vows, | 
The holy vows we regiſter” din heav? n, 
But common air? 
Tam. Could thy fond love Wer 
The violation of a firſt enjoyment ? 
But forrow has diſturb'd and hurt hy mind, 
Mon. Perhaps it has, and like an idle madman, 
That wanders with a train of hooting boys, 
I do a thouſand things to ſhame my reaſon. 
| Then let me fly, and bear my follies with me 
Far, far from the world's ſight; honour and fame, 
Arms and the glorious war ſhall be forgotten : 
No noble ſound of greatneſs, or ambition 
Shall wake my drowſy ſoul from her dead ſeep, 
Till the laſt trump do ſummon, 
\ Tam, Let thy virtue 
Stand up, and anſwer to theſe warring paſſions, 
'That vex thy manly temper. From the moment 
When firſt I ſaw thee, ſomething wondrous noble 
Shone thro' thy form, and won my friendſhip for thee, 
Without the tedious form of long be 1 
Nor will 1 loſe thee poorly for a woman. 
Come droop no more, thou ſhalt with me purſue 
True greatuels, till we riſe to immortality ; 


Thou 
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Thou ſhalt forget theſe leſſer cares, Mone/es, 
Thou ſhalt, and help me to reform the world. 
Mon. So the good genius warns his mortal charge, 
To fly the evil fate, that ſtill purſues him, 
Till it have wrought his ruin. Sacred Tamerlane, 
Thy words are as the breath of angels to me : 


But oh! too deep the wounding grief is . 
For any hand to heal. 


Tam. This dull deſpair 
Is the ſoul's lazineſs : rouſe to the combat, | 
And thou art ſure to conquer. War ſhall reſtore theo: 
The ſound of arms ſhall wake thy martial ardour, 
And cure this amorous ſickneſs of thy ſoul, 
_ Begun by ſloth, and nurs'd by too much caſe; 3 
The idle god of love ſupinely dreams, > 
Amidſt inglorious ſhades and purling ſtreams ; 
In roſy fetters, and fantaſtic chains, 
He binds deluded maids and hmple ſwains, 
With ſoft enjoyments, wooes em to forget 
The hardy toils, and labours of the great. 
But if the warlike trumpet's loud alarms 
To virtuous acts excite, and manly arms; 


On ſilken wings ſublime he cuts the air, 


L Scar'd at hot noble noiſe, and thunder of the war. 


The coward boy avows his abject fear, _ £ 
Exeund. 


ACT IV. SCENE IL 


s c E N E, Bajazer” 8 Tent. 


Enter Har Y, and the Derwiſs 
Ha. O ſcape with life from an attempt like this, 
Demands my wonder juſtly. 
Der. True, it may; 


But tis a Rage 6 of his n new v faith; 
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Tis what his chriſtian favourites have inſpir'd, 
Who fondly make a merit of forgiveneſs, 
And give their foes a ſecond opportunity, 


If the firſt blow ſhould miſs :——Failing to ſerve 
The Sultan to my wiſh, and e'en deſpairing 

Of further means, t effect his liberty, 
A lucky accident retriev'd my hopes. 
Ha. The Prophet, and our maſter will reward 
Thy zeal in their behalf : but ſpeak thy purpoſe. 
Der. Juſt ent'ring here I met the Tartar "gens 
Fierce Omar. 

Ha. He commands (if I miſtake not) 
This quarter of the army, and our guards. 
Der. The ſame; by his ſtern aſpect, and the fires 
That kindled in his eyes, I gueſs'd the tumult 
Some wrong had rais'd in his tempeſtuous ſou]; 
A friendſhip of old date had giv'n me privilege, 

To aſk of his concerns; in ſhort IT learn'd, 
That burning for the Sultan's beauteous daughter, | 
He had begg'd her, as a captive of the war, 

From T amer/ane ; but meeting with denial | 

Of what he thought his ſervices might claim, 
Loudly he ſtorms, and curſes the Italian, 


As cauſe of his affront: I join'd his rage, 


And added to his injuries, the wron 
Our Prophet daily meets with from Axalla. 
| But ſee, he comes. Improve what I (ball tell, e 
And all we wiſh is Ours. 1 ſeem to tall bea aſide, 


3 Enter Oman. 

Om. Now if J forgive it, 

: Diſhonour blaſt my name; was it for this 

That I directed his firſt ſteps to greatneſs ? 
Taught him to climb, and made him what he is? 
When our great Cam firſt bent his eyes towards him, 
(Then petty Prince of Parthia) and by me 

| Pecſuaded, rais'd him to his daughter's bed. 

Call'd him his ſon, and ſucceſſor of empire : 25 


' Was | it tor this, that like a rock I ood, 


And 
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And ſtemm'd a torrent of our Tartar lords, 
Who ſcorn'd his upſtart way? when Calibes 
In bold rebellion drew e'en half the provinces 
To own his cauſe, I, like his better angel, 
Stood by. his ſhaking throne, and fixt it faſt; 
And am I now io loſt to his remembrance _ 
That when I aſk a captive, he ſhall tell me, 
She is Axalla's right, his chriſtian minion ? 
Der. Allow me, valiant Oxar, to demand, 
Since injur'd thus, why right you not yourlelf? 
The prize you aſk is in your power. 
Om. It is, | 
And I will ſeize it in deſpite of Tamerlane, 
And that [talian dog. 
e What need of force, 
When ev'ry thing concurs to meet your wiſhes ? 
Our mighty maſter would not with a ron 
Nobler than Omer; from a father's hand 
Receive that daughter, which ungrateful 7 amerlane 
Has to your worth deny'd. 
Om. Now by my arms, | 
It will be great revenge. What will your Sultan 
Give to the man that ſhall reſtore his liberty, 

His crown, and give him pow's to wreck his hatred 
Upon his greateſt foe ? 
Ha All he can aſk, 

And far beyond his with. 
Om. Theſe trumpets 3 
The Emperor's approach; he comes once more, 
To offer terms of peace; retire—— within 
I will know farther, —he grows deadly to me; 
And curſe me, Prophet. if 1 not repay | 


His hate, with retribution full as mortal. [Exeunt. . 


| [7 rumpets. 


Scene 
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Scene draws, diſcovers ARPASIA ling on a Couch. 


As ON G to sleep. 3 
NO thee, oh ! gentle ſleep, alone 

1s oqcing all our peace, 
By y thee our joys are heighten'd Mews; ; 

By thee our ſorrows ceaſe. ; 
| The nymph, whoſe hand, by fraud or Force, 
Some Tyrant has paſſeſs u, | 
By thee, obtaining a divorce, 

In her own choice is bleſt, 
Oh! flay; Arpaſia bids thee ay, 

The ſadly weeping fair 
| Conjures thee, not to loſe in day 
The oljedt of her care. | 
a To graſp whoſe pleaſing form ſhe fought, 
That motion chas'd her ſleep; 

: Thus by curſelves, are oftneſt evrought | 

The griefs, for which We el. 


A. Oh! Death! thou gentle end of human ſor- 
e,, 

Still muſt my weary eye-lids valoly wake 

In tedious expectation of thy peace: 

Why ſtand thy thouſand thouſand doors fill open, 


To take the wretched in? if ſtern religion 


Guard every paſſage, and forbids my entrance — 
Lucrece could bleed, and Portia ſwallow fire, 
When urg'd with griefs beyond a mortal ſufferance; 
But here it muſt not be. Think then, Arpaſia, 
Think on the ſacred dictates of thy faith, 
And let that arm thy virtue, to — e 
What Cato's daughter durſt not, Live Ar paſia, 
Ang dare to be unhappy. _ 


Enter TAMERL ANE, and e 
Tam. When fortune ſmiles upon the ſoldier's arms, | 
And adds e'en beauty to adorn his conqueſt, 


Yet 
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Pet ſhe ordains, the Fair ſhould know no fears, 
No ſorrows, to pollute their lovely eyes ; 
But ſhould be us'd e'en nobly, as herſelf, 
The queen and goddeſs of the warrior's vows, —— 
Such welcome, as a camp can give, fair Sultaneſs, 


Me hope you have receiv'd ; It mall be Aer, 
And better as it may. 


Arp. Since I have borne 
That miſerable work of fatal greatneſs, 
I have forgot all difference of conditions, 
Sceptres and fetters are grown equal to me, 
- And the beſt change my fate can bring is death. 
Tam. When ſorrow dwells in ſuch an angel- form, 
Well may we gueſs, that thoſe above are mourners z 
Virtue is wrong'd, and bleeding i Innocence 
Saffers ſome wondrous violation here, 
To make the ſaints look ſad. Oh teach my power 
To cure thole ills which you unjuſtly ſuffer, | 
Leſt heav'n ſhould wreſt it To my le hand, 
If 1 look on and ſee you weep in vain. 
Arp. Not that my ſoul diſdains the gen'rous aid 
Thy royal goodnels proffers ; but oh! Emperor, 
It is not in my fate to be mdde happy: 
Nor will J liſten to the cos'ner, hope; 
But ſtand reſolv'd to bear the beating ſtorm, 
That roars around me; ſafe in this alone, 
That I am not immortal. Tho' is hard, 
is wondrous hard, when I remember ken 
(Dear native Greece) and you, ye weeping maids, 
That were companions of my virgin youth: 
My noble parents! Oh! the grief of heart! 
The pangs, that, for unhappy me, bring down 
Their reverend ages to the grave with ſorrow ? 
And yet there is a woe ſurpaſſing all; 
Ve ſaints and angels, give me of your conſtancy, 
If you expect I ſhall = it long. 
Tam. Why is my pity all that I can give 
To tears like yours? and yet I fear tis all ; 


Nor 
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Nor dare [ aſk, what mighty loſs you mourn, 
Leſt honour ſhould forbid to give it back, 
Arp. No, Tamerlane, nor did I mean thou ſhould'ſt. 
But know (tho' to the weakneſs of my E 5 
T yield theie tears) my foul is more than man. 
Think I am born a Greet ! nor doubt my virtue: 
A Greek! from whoſe fam'd anceſtors of old. 
| Rome drew the patterns of her boaſted heroes: 
They muſt be mighty evils that can vanquith 
A Spartan courage, and a chriſtian faith. 
Enter BAIAZ E Tr. 
Baj. To know no thought of re&! to have the mind : 
Still mmiſtring freſh plagues ! as in a circle, 
| Where one diſhonour treads upon another; 
What know the fiends beyond it ?—+Ha! by bell 
Th [+Seeing Arp. and Tam. 
There wanted only this to make me mad. 
Comes he to triumph here? to rob my love? 
And violate the laſt retreat of happineſs? _ 
Tam. But that I read upon thy frowning brow, 
That war yet lives and rages in thy breaſt ; 
Once more (in pity to the fuff* nog world) 7 
_ | meant to offer peace. . 5 
Baj. And mean'ft thou too 
To ak it with our 1 ? and to batter CNL 
The ſpoils, which fortune gave thee, for he favours ? 
Arp. What wou'd the tyrant ?- [ jade. 
Baj. Seek'ft thou thus our friendſhip 1 ? BEE, 
| Is this the royal uſage, thou did ſt boaſt ? | 
Tam. The boiling paſſion that diſturbs thy foul, 
© Spreads clouds 9 and makes thy purpoſe dark 
Unriddle what thy myſtic fury aims at. 5 
Baj. Is it a riddle? read it there explain d, 


There is my ſhame. Now judge me thou, O Prophet, 


And equal heav'n, if this demand not rage ! 
The peaſant-hind, begot and born to ſlavery, 

Vet dares affert a huſband's ſacred right, 
And guard his homely couch from violation: 
And ſhall a monarch tamely bear the wrong, 
Without complaining ? 


"Yew. 
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Tam. If I could have wrong'd thee, 
Tf conſcious virtue, and all-judging heav'n »_ 
Stood not between, to bar ungovern'd appetite; 
What hinder'd, but in ſpite of thee, my captive, 
J might have us'd a victor's boundleſs power, 
And ſated every wiſh my ſoul could form? 
- But to ſecure thy fears, know, Bajaxet, 
This is among the things J dare not do. 
Baj. By hell! tis falle; ol, wherefore art thou 
preſent? 
What cam'ſt thou for, bus to undo my honour ?. 
I found thee holding amorous parly with her, - 
Gazing and gloting on her wanton eyes, 
And bargaining for pleaſures yet to come; 
Ny life, I know, is the devoted price; 
But take it, 1 am weary of the pain. 
Tam. Yet ere thou raibly.urge my rage too far, 
F warn thee to take heed: Jam a man, 
And have the frailties common ta man's nature 3 
The fiery ſeeds of wrath are in my temper, 

And may be blown up to ſo fierce a blaze, 5 
As wiſdom cannot rule. Know, thou haſt touch d me- 
Ev'n in the niceſt, tendereft. partz. my honour. * 
My honour! which, like pow'r, diſdains being queſtion” dz 35 

ITby breath has blaſted my fair virtue's fame, 
And mark'd me for a villain, and a-tyrant. 
Arp. And ſtand I here an idle looker-on, 
To ſee my innocence murder'd and mangled 
| By barbarous hands, nor can revenge the wrong? 
Art thou a man, and dar'ſt thou uſe me thus? [To Baj-. 
Haſt thou not torn me from my native country? 
From the dear arms of my lamenting friends? 
From my ſoul's peace, and from my injur'd love? 
Haſt thou not ruin'd, blotted me for ever, 
And driv'n me to the brink of black deſpair 3 
And is it in thy malice yet, to add 
A wound more deep, to fully my white name, $ 
My virtue —— . 
; BA. 
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Baj. Yes, thou haſt thy ſex's virtues, 
Their affectation, pride, ill-nature, noiſe, 
Proneneſs to change, e'en from the joy that pleas'd em; 
So gracious 15 your idol, dear variety, 
That for another love you would forego. 
An angel's form, to mingle with a devil's; 
'Thro' every ſtate and rank of man you wander; 
Till een your large experience takes in all EET 
The different nations of the peopled earth. {tribe 
Arp. Why ſought'ſt thou not from thy own impious 
A wife, like one of theſe ? for ſuch thy race a 
(If human nature brings ſorth ſuch) affords: 
Eereece, for chaſte virgins fam'd, and pious matrons 
Teems not with monſters, like your Turki/h wives; 

Whom guardian-eunuchs haggard and deform'd, 
Whom walls and bars, make honeſt by conſtraint. 
Know I deteſt, like hell, the crime thou mention'ſt: 
Not that I fear or reverence thee, thou tyrant: 

But that my ſoul, conſcious of whence it ſprung, 
Sits unpolluted in its ſacred temple, 5 
And ſcorns to mingle with a thought ſo mean. 
Tam. Oh pity! that a greatneis ſo divine 
Should meet a fate ſo wretched, ſo unequal.—— 


I! bou blind and wilful to the good that courts thee ; [Ta 
With open handed bounty heav'n purſues thee, [Baj. 
And bids thee (undeſerving as thou art, 
And monſtrous in thy crimes) be happy yet: 
Whilſt thou, in fury, doſt avert the bleſſings, 
And art an evil genius to thyſelf 
Bj. No—Thou art my greateſt curſe on earth, 
Thou, who haſt robb'd me of my crown and glory, 
And now purſu'ſt me to the verge of life, 
To ſpoil me of my honour. Thou ! thou hypocrite ? 
That wear'ſt a pageant outſide ſhew of virtue, 
To cover the hot thoughts that glow within, 
Thou rank adulterer ! 5 "16 
-- Jaw, Ont d ⁊ͤ 
The lord of all thoſe thouſands, that lie breathleſs 
On yonder field of blood: that I again 5 
e 1 „ Might 
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Mig cht hunt thee in the face of death and danger, 
Theo the tumultuous battle, and there force thee, 
Voanquiſh'd and finking underneath my arm, 
T o own thou haſt traduc'd me like a villain. 
Baj. Ha! does it gall thee, Tartan? By revenge, 
It joys me much, to find thou feel'ſt my fury. 
Yes! I will eccho to thee, thou adulterer! 
Thou doſt profane the name of king and ſoldier, 
And like a ruffian-bravo cam'ſt with force 
To violate the holy marriage bed. 
Tam. Wert thou not ſhelter'd by thy ject ſtate, 
The captive of my ſword, by my juſt anger; 
My breath, like thunder, ſhould confound thy pride, 
Ad doom. thee dead, this inſtant, with a word. 


Baj. "Tis falle ? my fate's above thee, ang thou dar ft 


not. 
Tan. Ha! dare not! Thou haſt rais'd my pond*rous 
And now it falls to cruſh thee at a blow. Ffrage, 


A guard there.——t Seize and drag him to his fate. 


| [+ Enter a Guard, they ſeize Bajazet, 
Tyrant, I'll do a double juſtice on thee, 


At once revenge myſelf, and all mankind. _ 
Baj. Well doſt thou, ere thy violence and luſt 
Invade my bed, thus to begin with murder: 
Drown all thy fears in blood, and ſin ſecurely. 
Tam. Away! 
Arp. [Kneeling.] Oh ſtay! 1 charge thee, by renown ;. 


By that bright glory, thy great ſoul 2 885 
Call back the doom of death. | 


Tam. Fair injur'd Excellence! 
Why doſt thou knee], and waſte ſuch precious pray 85 
(As might e'en bribe the ſaints to partial juſtice) 
For one to goodneſs loſt, who firſt undid thee, 
Who ſtill purſues and aggravates the wrong? 
Baj. By Alha! no J will not wear a life 
7 Bought with ſuch vile diſnonour.— Death ſhall frce me 
At once from infamy, and thee, thou traitreſs! _ 
Arp. No matter, tho the whiſtling winds grow loud, 
And the rude tempeſt roars, tis idle rage: 


Oh! 


And make ſuch monſtrous legends of our 
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Oh! mark it not. But let thy ſteady virtue 
Be conſtant to its temper; ſave his life, 
And fave Arpaſia from the ſport of talkers. 
Think, how the buſy, meddling world ſhall toſs. 
Thy mighty name about, in ſcurril mirth ; 
Shall brand thy vengeance, as a foul defi; n, 
ves, 
As late poſterity ſhall bluſh in reading. 
Tam. Oh matchleſs virtue! Yes, I will obey; 4. 
Tho' laggard in the race, admiring yet, 
I will purſue the ſhining path thou tread'ft. 


Sultan, be ſafe, reaſon reſumes her empire, & The Guard: 


And Jam cool again —Here break we off, ( releaſe Baj. 
Left farther ſpeech ſhould miniſter new rage. 
Wiſely from dangerous paſſions I retreat, 
To keep a conqueſt, which was hard to ges: + 
And oh ! *tis time I ſhou'd for flight prepare, LT! 
A war more fatal ſeems to threaten there, + 
And ail my rebel blood aſſiſts the Fair: 
One moment more, and I too late ſhall find, 


That love's the ſtrongeſt pow'r that lords it o'er the mind. 


[Exit Tamerlane ſolloaued by the Guards. 


Baj. To what new ſhame, what plague am L reſerv d? 


Why did my ſtars refuſe me to die warm; 
While yet my regal ſtate flood unimpeach'd, 
Nor knew the curſe of having one above me; 
Then too (altho' by force I graf,*.1 the joy) 
My love was ſafe, nor felt the rack of doubt : 
Why haſt thou forc'd this nauſeous life upon me? * 
Is it to triumph o'er me? But 1 will | 
I will be free, I will forget thee all ; 

The bitter and the ſweet, the joy and pain, 
Death ſtall expunge at once, and eaſe my ſoul. 
Prophet, take notice, I diſclaim thy paradiſe, 
Thy fragrant bow'rs, and everlaſting ſhades, 


Thou haſt plac'd woman there, and all thy joys are 
tainted. | [Exit Bajazet. 


Arp, A little longer yet, be ſtrong, my heart, & 
A ms longer let the buſy ſpirits, ; 5 
Keep 


a. r >. a Set 
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Keep on their chearful round. It wo' not be; 
Love, ſorrow, and the ſting of vile reproach, 
Succeeding one another in their courſe, 

Like drops of eating water on the marble, 

At length have worn my boaſted courage down: 

1 will indulge the woman in my ſoul, 

And give a looſe to tears, and to impatience z . 
Death is at laſt my due, and I will have it. 
And ſee the poor Moneſes comes to take LE 
One fad adieu, and then we part for ever. 


| Pater Montre 

e. Already am [ onward of my Way; 
Thy tuneful voice comes like a hollow ſound 
At diſtance to my ears. My eyes grow heavy, 
And all the glorious lights of heaven look dim; 
Tis the laſt office they ſhall ever do me, 
T o view thee once, and then to cloſe and die. 
Arp. Alas! How happy have we been, Moneſes + ? 
Je gentle days, that once were ours; what j Joys 
Did every chearful morning bring along ? 
No fears, no jealouſies, no angry parents, 
That for unequal births, or fortunes, frown'd ; 
But love, that kindly join'd our hearts, to bleſs us 
Made us a bleſſing too to all beſides. 

Mon. Oh! caſt not thy remembrance back, Arpaſia —___ 
"Ts grief unutterable, tis diſtrattion ! 
But let this laſt of hours be peaceful ſorrow; 

Here let me kneel, and pay my lateſt vows; 
Be witneſs all ye ſaints, thou heav'n and nature, 
Be witneſs of my truth, for you have known it; 

Be witneſs, that I never knew a pleaſure, | 

In all the world could offer, like Arpaſia; 

Be witneſs, that I liv'd but in 4rpafia; / 

And oh! be witneſs, that her loſs has kill'd me. 
Ag. While thou art ſpeaking, life begins to fail, 
And every tender accent chills like death. 
Oh! let me haſte then yet, ere day declines, | 
And the long night prevails, once more to tell thee 

What and how dear Maneſes has been to me. 1 
: What 


64 TAMERLANE. 


What has he not been ? All the names of love, 
Brothers, or fathers, huſbands, all are poor: 
Moneſes is myſelf, in my fond heart, 
E'en in my vital blood he lives and reigns; | 
The laſt dear object of my parting ſoul 
Will be Moneſes; the laſt breath that lingers 
Within my panting breaſt, ſhall figh Moneſes. 
Mon. It is enough! Now to thy reſt, my ſoul, 
The world and thou have made an end at once. 
Arp. Fain would I flitl detain thee, hold thee full : 
Nor honour can forbid, that we together 
Should ſhare the poor few minutes that remain; ? 
I ſwear, methinks this ſad ſociety ; 
Has ſomewhat pleaſing in it. Death's dark ſhades 
Seem, as we journey on, to loſe their horror : 
At near appreach the monſters form'd by fear 
Are vanitht all, and leave the proſpect clear: 
Amuidit the gloomy vale, a pleaſing ſcene 
With flowers adorn'd, and never fading green, 
Inrxing ſtands to take the wretches in. : 
No wars, no wrongs, no tyrants, no deſpair, 
Dillurb the quiet of a place ſo fair, „ 
But injur'd lovers find Ehfum there. — 
Enter Bajazet, Omar, Haly, and the Derviſe. : 
Baj. Now by the glorious tomb that ſhrines our Pro- 


By Mecca's ſacred temple! here I ſwear!  phet, 


Our daughter is thy bride; and to that gift 

Such wealth, ſuch power, fack honours will I add, 
That monarchs ſhall with envy view thy late, 

And own, thou art a demigod to them. | | 
Thou haſt giv'n me what | wiſh'd, power of revenge, 
And when a king rewards, 'tis ample retribution. | 


Om. Twelve Tartar lords, each potent in his tribe, 


Have ſworn to own my cauſe, and draw their thouſands 
To- morrow, from th'ungrateful Parthian's fide; - 

To- day declining ſeems to yield to night. 

Ere little more than half her courſe be ended, 

In an auſpicious hour prepare for flight: 

The leaders of the tr00ps thro' which we : paſs, . 


- Raus 'd 
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Rais'd by my pow'r, devoted to my ſervice, 
Shall make our paſſage ſecret, and ſecure, 
Der. Already, mighty Sultan, art thou ſafe, 
Since by yon paſling torches light, I guels 
To his pavilion Tamerlane retires, 5 
Attended by a train of waiting courtiers. 
All, who remain within theſe tents, are thine, 
And hail thee, as their lord. 
Ha, th' Italian prince, 

With ſad Moneſes, are not yet gone forch. 
Baj. Ha! with our Queen and daughter ? 

Om. They are ours; 

1 mark'd the ſlaves, who SS on Axalla; 
They, when the Emperor paſt out, preſt on, 
And mingled with the crowd, nor miſs'd their lord : 
He is your pris'ner, fir; I go this moment, 
To ſeize and bring him, to receive his doom. 
I TFxit Omar. 
Baj. Haſte, Haly, follow ind ſecure the Greek; 
Him too I wiſh to keep within my power. [Exit oy | 

Der. If my dread lord permit his ſlave to ipeak, 

_ T would adviſe to ſpare Axalla's life, 
Till we are ſafe beyond the Parthian's power; 
Him, as our pledge of ſafety, may we hold; 
And, could you gain him to aſſiſt your fight, 
It might import you much. 
Baj. Thou counſel'ſt well; 

And tho” I hate him, for he is a n | 

And to my mortal enemy devoted, 85 

Vet to ſecure my liberty and vengeance, "i 

I wiſh he now were ours. 1 
Der. And ſee! they come ! 
Fortune repents, again ſhe courts your fide, 
And, with this firſt fair offering of ſucceſs, 

She wooes you to * her crime of Fey: 5 
1 Enter 
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Enter OMAR with AXALLA Priſoner, Selma 
following weeping. 
4 I wo! not call thee villain, tis a name 
Too holy for thy crime ; to break thy faith, 
And turn a rebel to ſo good a maſter, 
Is an ingratitude upmatch'd on earth ; 
The firſt revolting angel's pride con 4 only 


Do more than thou haſt done. Thou copy i well, | 


And keep'ſt the black original in view. 


Om. Do, rage, and vainly call upon thy maſter, 


To fave his minion ; my revenge has caught thee, 
And I will make thee curſe that fond preſumption, 
That ſet thee on, to rival me in ought. 
Bai. Chriſtian, I hold thy fate at my diſpoſal. 
One only way remains to mercy open : 

Be partner of my flight, and my revenge, 

And thou art ſafe. Thy other choice 1s death. 
Om. What means the Sultan? 

Der. I conjure you, hold— 


| Your rival 1s devoted to deflivciion - [Ada de to Omar. 


Nor would the Sultan now defer his fate- 


But for our common ſafety—Liſten further. TW bilpers. 
Ax. Then briefly thus. Death is the choice I make; 


Since, next to heav'n, my maſter and my friend 
Has intereſt in my life, and Kill ſhall claim it. 
Baj. Then take thy wiſh—Call in our mutes 

"0 My father, 

If yet you have not ſworn to caſt me off, 
And turn me out, to wander in mis fortune; 
If yet my voice be gracious in your ears; 
If yet my duty and my love offend not, 

Oh! call your ſentence back, and ſave Axalla. 
Baj. Riſe Selima; the dave deſerves to 1 
Who fy with ſullen pride, refuſe my mercy : 
Vet, for thy ſake, once more | otter life. 

Se]. Some angel whiſper to my anxious foul 
What ſhall I do to ſave him. ——Oh! Axalla ! 

Ts it ſo eaſy to thee, to forſake me? 


Canſt 
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Canſt thou reſolve, with all this cold indifference; 
Never to ſee me more? To leave me here 
The miſerable mourner of thy fate, 
Condemn'd to waſte my widow'd virgin youth, 
My tedious days and nights in lonely weeping, 
And never know the voice of comfort more? 
Ax. Search not too deep the ſorrows of my breaſt ; ; 
Thou ſay'ſt, I am indifferent and cold. 
Oh! is it poſſible, my eyes ſhould tell 
So little of the fighting ſtorm within? 5 
Oh! turn thee from me, ſave me from thy beauties, 
Falihood and ruin all look lovely there 
Oh! let my lab'ring ſoul yet ſtruggle thro” 
1 will—1I would reſolve to die, and leave thee. | 
Baj. Then let him die—He trifles with my Favour z 
I have too long attended his reſolves. 
Sel. Oh! ſtay a minute, yet a minute nth [To Baj. | 
A minute is a little ſpace in life: 
There is a kind conſenting in his eyes; 
And I ſhall win him to your royal will. 
Oh! my Axalla! ſeem but to conſent—{ To Axalla 4 de. 
Dnkind and cruel, will you then do nothing? 
I find I am not worth thy leaſt of cares. 
Ax. Oh! labour not to hang diſhonour on me: 
I could bear ſickneſs, pain, and poverty, 
I hoſe mortal evils worſe than death, for thee. 
But this— It has the force of fate againſt us, 
And cannot be. EO CaO 
Sel. See, ſee, fir, he rolents, EY [To Bajazet. 
Already he inclines to own your eauſe 
A little longer, and he is all yours. 
Baj. Then mark how far a father's fondneſs vields = = 
Till midnight I defer the death he merits, 
And give him up till then to thy perſuaſion, 
If by that time he meets my will, he lives, 
If not, thyſelf ſhalt own, he dies with juſtice. 
Ax. Vis but to lengthen life upon the rack. 
L am. reſoiv'd TA v 


5 


* 


The god ore terrible again, and v was 5 again ador'd. 


tp. 8 
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Sel. Oh! be Qill 


Nor raſhly urge a ruin on us both; 
?Tis but a moment more I have to ' fave thee. 


Be kind, auſpicious Aha, to my pray'r; 2 
More for my Love, than for myſelf | fear; 5 


Neglect mankind a while, and make him all thy care. 


Exeunt Axalla and Selima, 


Bai. Mongſes! —Is that dog ſecur d? 


Om. He is HOT: 5 
Baj. Tis well—My ſoul perceives returning oreatneſs, 


dl Nawre feels the ſpring. Lightly the bounds, 


And ſhakes diſhonour, like a burden from her, 


Once more imperial, awful, and herſelf. 
So when of old, Joe from the Titans fled, 


Ammon's rude front his radiant face bely'd, 

And all the majeſty of heav'n lay hid. * 
At length by fate to pow'r divine reſtor'd, N 
His thunder taught the world to know its lord, 8 


Ent, - 


— 


Ar SCENE L « 
by” \ E N E, Bajazet's Tent, 


Enter ARPASIA. 


URE * tis a horror, more than darkneſs brings, 
That ſits upon the night; fate is abroad. 
Some ruling fiend hangs in the duſky air, 


And ſcatters ruin, death, and wild diſtraction, 
O'er all the wretched race of man below: 


Not long ago, a troop of ghaſtly flaves 


_ Ruſh'd in and forc'd Mone/es from my ſight ; 
Death hung ſo heavy on his drooping ſpirits, 


That ſcarcely could he ſfay—PFarewel—fer ever, 


And yet, methinks, ſome gentle pun Witte, | 


oF — 
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Thy peace draws near, Arpaſia, ſigh no more. 


And ſee the king of terrors is at — 
His miniſters appears. 
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Enter Bajazet and Haly. 
Baj. [Aſide to Haty.] The reſt I leave 

To thy diſpatch. For oh! my faithful Ha/y, 
Another care has taken up thy maſter; 

Spite of the high-wrought tempeſt in my ſoul, 
Spite of the pangs, which jealouſy has coſt me; 
This haughty woman reigns within my breaſt : 
In vain I ftrive to put her from my thoughts, 
To drive her out with empire, and revenge: 
Still ſhe comes back like a retiring tide, 


That ebbs a while, but ſtraight returns again, 
And ſwells above the beach. 


Ha. Why wears my Lord ry 
An anxious thought for what his pow'r commands! ? 
When in an happy hour, you ſhall ere long. 

Have borne the Empreſs from amidſt your foes, 
She muſt be yours, be only, and all yours. 
Ba. On that depends my fear. Yes, I muſt have her; 5 

1 own, I will not, cannot go without her; 

But ſuch is the condition of our fight, | 

That ſhould ſhe not conſent, nas. + hazard all, 

To bear her hence by force: thus I reſolve then, 

Dy threats and pray'rs, by ev'ry way to move her; ; 
If all prevail not, force is left, at laft ; 

And 1 will ſet life, empire, on the venture, 

To keep her mine—Be near to wait my will. 

.  LEzxicHaly 

When laſt we parted dn on angry terms, 

Let the remembrance die, or kindly think 

That jealous rage is but a haſty flame, 
That blazes out, when love too fiercely burns. 


Arp. For thee to wrong me, and for me to ſuffer, 
1s the hard leſſon that my ſonl has learnt ; 


And now I ſtand prepar'd for all to come: 
le? is It worth. my leſure to diſtinguiſh, 


=: TAMERLANE. 


If love or jealouſy commit the violence ; F 

Each have alike been fatal to my peace, 
Confirming me a wretch, and thee a tyrant. 
Ba. Stili co deform thy gentle brow with frowns ! 2 
And Nil to be perverſe ! It is a manner 

Abhorrent from the {ſoftneſs of thy ſex : 

Women, like ſummer ſtorms, a while are cloudy, 
Burſt out in thunder, and impetuous ſhow'rs ; 

But ſtraight the ſun of beauty dawns abroad, 

And all the fair horizon is ſerene. 

Arp. Then to retrieve the honour of my ſex, | 
Here I diſclaim that changing, and inconſtancy 3 ; 

To thee I will be ever, as lam. 5 
Baj. Thou ſay'ft, I am a tyrant; think ſo gill 5 

And let it warn thy prudence to lay hold 5 
On the good hour of peace, that courts thee now: 
Souls form'd like mine, brook being ſcorn'd but ill; 
Be well advis'd, and profit by my patience, 
It is a ſhort- liv'd virtue. 
Arp. Turn thy eyes 
Back on the ſtory of my woes, barbarian, 

Thou that haſt violated all reſpects 

Due to my ſex, and honour of my birth, 

Thou brutal raviſher !. that haſt undone me, 

| Ruin'd my love! Can I have peace with thee Z 

Impoſſible! firſt heav'n and hell mall] Join. 

They only differ more. 

Baj. 1 ſee tis vain, 
To court thy ſtubborn temper with endearments,. 
Reſolve this moment to return my love, 
And be the willing partner of my flight, 

Or by the Prophet's holy law! thou dy'ſt. 
pA And doſt thou hope to fright me with the fan- 

3 

Death! Tis the greateſt merey thou canſt give; ; 
So frequent are the murders of thy reign, 
One day ſcarce paſſing by unmark'd with blood, 
That children, by long uſe, have learnt to ſcorn it : 
SO I diſdain to > ale thy reach rous e 


And 


„ / 
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And ſhould'ſ thou dare to force me, with my cries 
I will call heav'n and earth to my aſſiſtance. 

Baj. Confuſion 1. doſt thou brave me? but my wrath 
Shall find a paſſage to thy ſwelling heart, 

And rack thee worſe, than all the pains of death. 
That Grecian dog, the minion of thy wiſhes, 1 

Shall be dragg'd forth, and butcher'd in thy ſight; 
Thou ſhalt behold him, when his pangs are terrible, 
Then, when he flares, and gaſps, and ſtruggles ſtrongly, 
E'en in the bittereſt agony of dying; 

Till thou ſhalt rend thy hair, tear out thy eyes, 

And curſe thy pride, while I applaud my vehgeance. 
Arp. Oh ! fatal image! All my pow'rs give ways 
And reſolution fickens at the thought; 

A flood of paſſion riſes in my breaſt, 

And labours fiercely upward to my eyes. 

Come, all ye great examples of my ſex, 
Chaſte virgins, tender wives, and pious matrons ; 
Le holy martyrs, Who with wond'rous faith, 

And conſtancy unſhaken, have ſuſtain'd 
The rage of cruel men, and fiery perſecution ; 

Come to my aid, and teach me to defy 
The malice of this fiend, I feel, I feel 

Your ſacred ſpirit arm me to reſiſtance. « 

Yes, tyrant, I will ſtand the ſhock of fate ; 8 

Will live to triumph o'er thee, for a moment; 

Then die well-pleas'd, and follow my Moneſes. 
Baj. Thou talk'ſt it well: but talking is 5 thy priviege, 

'Tis 211 the boaſted courage of thy ſex ; 

Tho', for thy ſoul, thou dar'ſt not meet the danger, 

Arp. By all my hopes of happineſs ! I dare- 

My foul is come within her ken of heav'n; 
Charm'd with the joys and beauties of that place, 
Her thoughts, and all her cares ſhe fixes there, 
And ꝛtis in vain for thee to rage below: 
Thus ſtars ſhine bright, and keep their place above, 
Tho' ruffling winds deform this lower world. 
Baj. This moment is the rial. 


Ap. 
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Arp. Let it come; „„ 
This moment then ſhall ſhew I am a Greet, 
And ſpeak my country's courage in my ſuff ring. 
Baz. Here, mercy, I diſclaim thee, mark me, traitreſs! 
My love prepares a victim to thy pride, 
And when it greets thee next, twill be in blood. 
EF VV [exit Bajazet. 
Am. My heart beats higher, and my nimble ſpirits 
Ride ſwiftly thro'their purple channels round; 
»Tis the laſt blaze of life: nature revives 


Like a dim winking lamp, that flaſhes brightly | 


With parting light, and ſtraight is dark for ever. 
And fee my laſt of ſorrows is at hand: 

Death and Moneſes come together to me; 

As if my ſtars, that had been long ſo cruel, 

Grew kind at laſt, and gave me all I wiſh. 


Enter Moneſes, guarded by ſome Mutes; Others attending 
with a Cup of Poiſon and a Bow-ſtring. 
Mon. I charge ye, O ye miniſters of fate, 
He ſwift to execute your maſter's will, 


Hear me to my Arpaſia ; let me tell her, 


The tyrant is grown kind. He bids me go, 
And die beneath her feet. A joy ſhoots thro' 
My drooping breaſt, as often when the trumpet 

_ Has call'd my youthful ardour forth to battle; 
High in my hopes, and raviſh'd with the ſound, 
I have ruſh'd eager on amidſt the foremoſt, 

To purchaſe victory, or glorious death. 

Arp. If it be happineſs, alas! to die, 

To lie forgotten in the filent grave; 
To love and glory loſt, and from among | 
The great Creator's works expung'd and blotted, 

Then very ſnortly ſhall we both be happy. 

Mon. There is no room for doubt, ttis certain bliſs ; 

Thy tyrant's cruel violence, thy loſs, 

Already ſeem more light, nor has my ſoul - 

One unrepented guilt upon remembrance, 

To make me dread the juftice of hereafter ; Ms 
: 8 at 


Thoughts crow 
* kindeſt! trueſt ! deareſt! beſt Arpaſia ? 
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But ſtanding now on the laſt verge of life, 


Boldly 1 view the vaſt abyſs, eternity, 


Eager to plunge, and leave my woes behind me. 
Arp. By all the truth of our paſt lives I vow-W! 

To die! appears a very nothing to me: 

But oh ! Mone/es, ſhould I not allow 

Somewhat to love, and to my ſex's tenderneſs ! 

This very now, I could put off my being, 

Without a groan ; but to behold thee die 


Nature ſhrinksin me, at the dreadful thought, 


Nor can my conſtancy ſuſtain this blow. | 
Mon. Since thou art arm'd for all things, after death, 


Why ſhould the pomp and preparation of it 


Be frightful to thy eyes? there's not a pain, 
Which age or ſickneſs brings, the leaſt diſorder, . 


That vexes any part of this fine frame, 
Is full as grievous : all that the mind feels 
Is much, much more —And ſee, 1 go to prove it. 


Enter a Mute ; ; be ſigns 70 the 8 | who proffer « a = 


_ Bowftring to Moneſes. 
Asp. Think ere we part! 
Mon. Of what. 


Arp. Of ſomething ſoft, 


Tender and kind, of ſomething wond 'rous Tad. 
Oh! my full ſoul! — 


Man, My . is at a loſs, 
ſo faſt, thy name is all I've left, 


[The Mutes ſtruggle wwith him, 
Arp. 1 have a thouſand, thouſand things to utter, 


A thouſand more to hear yet. Barbarous villains !_ 


Angels and light itſelf me not ſo fair. 


Give me a minute. Speak to me, Moneſes. 


Mon. Speak to thee ? 'tis the buſineſs of my life, 
"Tis all the uſe I have for vital air. 


Stand off, ye ſlaves ! To tell thee that my heart 
Is full of thee ; that even at this dread moment 
My fond eyes gaze with joy and rapture on thee, 


Euter 


Avenging lightnings; ſnatch him hence, ye fiends! 


Is ſhe eſcap'd then? what is royalty? 


i 
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Enter BajazeT, HALx, and Attendants. 


Baj. Ha! wherefore lives this dog? be N ye ſlaves, 
And Tid me of the pain. 


Mon. For only- death, 
Ns the laſt night can ſhat out my Arpafia. 
[7 he Mutes ſtrangle Moneſes. 


Arp. Oh! diſmal ! 'tis not to be borne. Ye e 
Ye talkers, what are all your precepts now? 


Patience! diſtraction! blaſt the tyrant, blaſt him! 


Love! death! Moneſes! Nature can no more, 


Ruin is on her, and ſhe ſinks at once. [She ſinks down. 


Baj. Help, Haly, raiſe her up, and bear her out. 
Ha. Alas! ſhe faints. 


Arp. No, tyrant, tis in vain ; 


Ob! I am now beyond thy cruel pow'r : 


The peaceful ſlumber of the grave is on me: 


Een all the tedious day'of life I've wander'd, 


Bewilder'd with misfortunes ; 
At length tis night, and I have reach'd my home: 


| Forgetting all the toils and troubles paſt, 


Weary I'll lay me down, and lleep till——Oh 1 5 
[She dia. 
Baj. Fly, ye ſlaves, 


And Fateh me cordials. No, he mall not die. 
Spite of her ſullen pride, I'Il hold in life, 
And force her to be bleſt againſt her will. 


Ha. Already 'tis beyond the power of art; 
For ſee a deadly cold | has froze the blood, 
The pliant limbs gtow ſtiff, and loſe their uſe, 


And all the animating fire is quench'd ; 
Ev'n beauty too is dead; an aſhy pale 
Grows o'er the roſes, the red lips have loſt 


Their fragrant hue, for want of that ſweet breath, 
That bleſt em with the its odours as it paſt, 


Baj. Can it be poſſible? can rage and grief, 


Can love and indignation be ſo fierce. 


So mortal in a woman's heart? confuſion ! 
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If thofe chat are my ſlaves, and ſhould live for me 
Can die, and bid defiance to my power? 


Enter the DERVTS. 
Der. The valiant Omar ſends, to tell thy Greatneſs. 


The hour of flight is come, and urges haſte ; 


Since he deſcries, near Tamerlane's pavilion, 


Bright troops of crowding torches, who from thence 
On either hand ſtretch far into the night, 
And ſeem to form a ſhining front of battle. 


Behold, e'en from this place, thou may'ft diſcern 'em. 

[Looking aut. 
Baj. By Aba! yes! they caſt a day around em, 

And the plain ſeems thick-ſet with ſtars, as heav'n. 

Ha ! or my eyes are falſe, they move this way, 

"Tis certain ſo. Fly, Hal, to our daughter. 

„ Leit Hax. 
Let ſome ſecure che chriſtian bes Axalla : 


We will — this minute. 


"I 
; £ "Enter OMar. 
Om: Loſt! Undone !_ 
Baj. What mean'ſt OR $ 
On. All our hopes of flight are loſt. 


5 Mirwan and Zama, with the Parthian 0A 


Incloſe-us round, they hold us in a toil. 
Baj. Ha! whence this unexpected curſe of chance? 
Om. Too late I learnt, that early in the night 


W A ſlave was ſufter'd by the Princeſs' order, 


To paſs the guard? I clove the villain down, 
Who yielded to his ſlight ; but that's poor vengeance.. 
That fugitive has rais'd the camp upon us, 


Aud unperceiv'd by favour of the night, 
In filence they have march'd to rept us. 


Bj. My daughter! oh! the traitreſs! 
Der. Vet, we have 

Axalla in our power, and angry . 
Will buy bis fav rite's life, on any terms. Ot 
Om. 
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Om. With thoſe few friends I have, I for a while: 
Can face their force; if they refuſe us peace, 

Revenge ſhall ſweeten ruin, and 'twill joy me, 
To drag my foe down with me, in my fall. Exit Om. 


Enter Har v, with SELIMA weeping. 
Baz. See where ſhe comes! witk well- diflSmbled i in- 
nocence, 

With truth, and faith ſo lovely i in her face, 
As if ſhe durſt een diſavow the falſhood. 
Hop'ſt thou to make amends with trifling tears, 
For my loſt crown, and diſappointed vengeance ? 1 

Ungrateful Selima 7 thy father's curſe! 

Bring forth the minion of her fooliſh heart ; 

He dies this moment. 
He. Would I could not ſpeak 

The crime of fatal love; the ſlave who fled, 

By whom we are undone, was that Axalla, 

. Baj Ha ! ſayſt thou? 

Ha. Hid beneath that vile appearance, 

The Princeſs found a means for his eſcape. 7 

Se. I am undone ! e'en nature has diſclaim'd me! ; 

My father ! have I loſt you all? my father! 

Baj. Talk'ſt thou of nature? Who haſt broke her 

r 
Thou art my bane, thou witch ! thou infant parricide! 
But | will ſtudy to be ſtrangely cruel, 


Il will forget the folly of my oduch 


Drive all the father from my breaſt, now ſnatch thee, 

Tear thee to pieces, drink thy treacherous blood, 

And make thee anſwer all my great revenge: | 

Now, now, thou traitreſs., [Offers to kill her. 
Sel. Plunge the poniard deep! _ [She embraces him. 

'The life my father gave ſhall hear his ſummons, 

And iſſue at the wound Start not to feel 

My heart's warm blood 220 out upon your hands, 

Since from your ſpring 1 drew the purple wean, | 
5 And I muſt pay it back, if you demand . 


Bai 


. 
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Baj. Hence l from my Tas. nh ! thou fot relenting 
weakneſs. 

Haſt thou not given me up a prey ? berray'd me? 
Sel. Oh! not for worlds, not e'en for all the joys, 5 
Love, or the Prophet's paradiſe can give; 


Amidſt the fears and ſorrows of my ſoul, 
Amidſt the thouſand pains of anxious tenderneſs, 


| TI made the gentle, kind, Axalla (wear, 


Your life, your crown, and honour ſhall be ſafe. 
Bai. Away! my foul difdains the vile dependence; 

No, Te me rather die, die like a king: | 

Shall I fall down at the proud Tartar's foot, | 

And ſay, Have mercy on me? hark they come! [Shout . 

 Diſgrace will overtake my lingring hand: 5 

0 Die then; thy father s ſhame, and thine, die with thee. 

| [offers to Hill _ 

Se. For beav' n, for pity's ſake ! 

By. No more, thou trifler! 

[She chatches hold of . Arn. 

; Ha! dar'ſt thou bar my will? tear off her hold. 

Seel. What, not for life? ſhou'd not I plead for life ? 

When Nature teaches e'en the brute creation 

To hold faſt that, her beſt, her nobleſt gift. 

Look on my eyes, whom you fo oft have kiſt, 
And ſwore they were your beſt⸗ lov'd Queen 5 my 

mother's. 15 

Behold 'em now ſtreaming for mercy, mercy ! 

Look on me, and deny me, if you can; 

'Tis but for life I beg, is that a boon 

So hard for me tobtain? or you to grant? 

25 Ob! ſpare me ! ſpare your Selima, my father. 

Bai. A lazy ſloth hangs on my reſolution; 

It is my Selima'—Ha! What? my child? 

And-can I murder her ?- Dreadful imagination ! 

Again they come, I leave her to my foes |! | ſt 
And ſhall they triumph o'er the race of Bajazer 4 

Die, Selma! Is that a father's voice? 

Rquſe, rouſe, my fury! yes, ſhe dies the victim 

To my loſt 6.4668 Out! out!]. thou fooliſh nature ! 


| Juſtly | 
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Juſtly ſhe ſhares the ruin ſhe has made. 
Seize her, ye * ſlaves and ſtrangle her this moment. 
| | Hep To the Mutes. 
Sul. O! let me die by you !. Behold my breaſt! 
1 wo' not ſhrink ! oh ſave me but from theſe. 


[The Mutes fine ber. : 
5% Diſpatch. 


E But for a moment while I pray, 

That heav'n may guard my royal acher. 
Baz. Dogs! I : 
S That you may only bleſs me, ere I die [Shouts, 
Baj. Ye tedious N then the work is mine. 


24 ein runs at Sali ab his heat: 1 
TAMERLANE, AXALLA, Cc. AXALLA gets be- 
tween BAJAZET and SELIMA, whilſt TAMERLANE 
and the Reft drive Ber and the Mutes off the 
Stage. 

Y Pg And am 18800 to ſave thee? oh! my Joy ! 

Be this the whiteſt hour of all my life; 

This one ſucceſs is more than all my wars, 

The nobleſt, deareſt glory of my ſword. 

Sel. Alas, Axalla, death has been around me, | 

My coward ſoul Rill trembles at the fright, 

And ſeems but half ſecure, e'en in thy arms. | 

Ax. Retire, my Fair, and let me guard thee forth-: 

Blood and tumultuous ſlaughter are about us, 

And danger in her uglieſt forms is here; 

Nor will the pleaſure of my heart be full, 

Till all wy fears are ended in thy ſafety. 
. LExeunt Azalla and Selima. 


Enter 1 the Prince of Tanais, LAMA, 
| Migvan, and Soldiers; with BA JAZ Er, Omar, 
and the Derwije Priſoners. — 

Tam. Mercy at length gives up her peaceful ſceptre, 
And Juſtice ſternly takes her turn to govern ;. 
'Tis a rank world, and aſks her keeneſt ſword, 
To cut up villany of monſtrous growth. 
5 e 8 Zama, 
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Zama, take care, that with the earlieſt dawn, | 
Thoſe traitors meet the fate their treaſon merits. 


[Pointing to Omar and the Derviſe. 


o Baj.] For thee, thou Tyrant, whole oppreſſive vio- 
lence 


Haſt ruin'd thoſe thou ſh6uld'ft protect at home, 
Whoſe wars, whoſe {laughters, whoſe aſſaſſinations, 
(That baſeſt thirſt of blood, that fin of cowards) 
Whoſe faith ſo often giv'n and always violated, 
| Have been th' offence of heav'n, and plague of earth, 
What puniſhment is equal to thy crimes? 
The doom, thy rage deſign'd for me, be thine : 
Clos d in a cage, like ſome deſtruQuve beaſt, - 
I'Il have thee borne about, in public view, 
A great example of that righteous vengeance 
That waits on cruelty, and pride like thine. 
Baj. It is beneath me to decline my fate, 
T ſtand prepar'd to meet thy utmoſt hate 
Yet think not, I will long thy triumph ſee ; 
None want the means, when the ſoul dares be free. 
III curſe thee with my laſt, my parting breath: 
And keep the courage of my life in death; 
Then boldly venture on that world e 
-- cannot uſe me worſe than this has done. 
[Exit Bajazet guarded, h 
Tan. Behold the vain effects of earth-born pride, 
That ſcorn'd heav'n's laws, and all its pow 'r defy'd ; 
That could the Hand, which form'd.it firſt, forget, ; 
And fondly ſay, I made myſelf be great: 
But juſtly thoſe above aſſert their ſway, 
And teach e en kings what homage they mould pay, 
Who then rule ana when * to obey. 


[Excunt Ones. 5 
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| Spoken by Mrs. Braczormpue. 1 
＋ 00 will ew fo he ey bibs Been our Fare, 
When Harmony, woith Beauty Join'd of late, q 
Threaten'd the Ruin of our finking State; | 
Till you from whom aur being we Os” 
In pity bid pour odun Creation le 
With moving Sounds you kindly drew the Fair, 
And fix'd once more, that ſhining Ci CG rele here. 
The Lyre you bring is baif Apollo's Praiſe ;- 
Be ours the Taſſ to win and wear his Bays, 
Tin Houſes ere before ſo frequent to us, 
We wanted not @ Preject to undo us. 3 by 
We ſeldom” ſaw your Honours but by chance, 
As ſome Folks meet their Friends. of Spain and France: f 
Nawas Verſe dicay d, or Politics improu'd,. 
That had eflrang'd you thus from what you but. 
Time was, when buſy Faces were a Feſl, 
When Wit and Plegſure were in moſt requefl;£>< © 
When chearful Thedtres with Crouds were id tet: 'd; 
But thoſe good Days of Poetry are paſt - aye 
Nou ſour Reformers in an empty Pit. 1 | 


With Table-books, a: at a Ledure fit, 1 5 

To tale Notes, and give evidence 'gainft Wit. 
Thoſe who were once our Friends, employ d elſewhere, 
Are buſy now in ſettling Peace and War 

With Pen Bros at Tom's and Will's 's they meet, 


J 5 


* TY 1 L O G v * 
„ Our Friend bs 2 of 1.— 


—Faith I'm 5 for 5 
He's @ good Man, and ner vas for the Court: 


He to no Government will ſue for. Grace: 4 5 
| By want of merit, ſafe againſt a Place: 

By ite a Patriot made, and ſeworn t' oppoſe 

Al who are uppermoſt, as England's Foes. 

Let Whig or Tory, any Side prevail, 
Still! tis his conſtant Privilege to rail. © 

"> Another, that the Tax and War may ceaſe, N 
Talks of the Duke of Anjou s Right, and Peace; 3 
Asad, from Spain 5 wiſe Example, is for raking 0 
A Vice-Raoy of the mighty Monarchs making 3 

bo foould all Rights and Liberties maintain, 
| And Engliſh. Laws by learn'd Dragoons explain. £ 


"Gone, hav theſe Politics, , and follow Wit; ; 

| Here uncontroll'd you may in Judgment ft: : 

We'll never differ 2 a | crouded > 
Well take you all, c en on your won Conditions, ; 
Think you great Men, and awand'rous Politicians. 
And if you flight the Offers awhich awe make you, | 


No Brentford Princes will 128 Stater-men take Nee bw 
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